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THE DARING MISSION 


The Autobiography 


...One misstep was all it took, and the world of Enrico 
Swanson came crashing down. He could not 
understand what was happening to him. He opened the 
drink cabinet and poured himself a large whisky... 
Raising the glass to his lips, he drank the whisky in one 
swallow. His mind had become soft and fluid... 
Strange images appeared in front of his eyes... A voice 
was taunting and ridiculing him. The voice was coming 
from inside of his head, but Enrico could recognise it 
as not being his own... He started to engage that voice 
in conversation. 

‘Stop, leave me alone.’ 

‘Why should I leave you alone? The voice replied. 

... He continued to shout: ‘Stop. Stop.’ 

He eventually rushed out of the house... got into his 
car and drove off erratically... Destination unknown. 
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CHAPTER 1 


hen Petra Swanson passed in the street, men would turn for a 

second look. Slim, dark-brown hair, attractive and graceful, she 

had an air of elegance that caused strangers to wonder whether 
she might be a company executive or a model perhaps on her way for a photo 
shoot. Petra had no interest in nightclubs or parties that were such a feature of her 
hometown. She was 25 but looked much younger and like other single women of 
her age, against the better judgement of her father, she sought out the company of 
eligible men, with the prospect of marriage. Shy, and modest, her preferences were 
very simple, such as an evening at home listening to classical music, a visit to her 
friends or spending time going to church. 

Petra although a daughter to an immigrant father and mother, was 
conceived in Scotland and brought up in the South East of England. After she 
completed her Education at Goldsmith University, all she wanted was to settle 
down with a man of her choice and start a family of her own. When this became an 
issue, one evening in 2011, she packed up a few clothes and sneaked out of her 
parents’ home to elope with her lover Mario Cini. After three days silence, she 
made a phone call to Henrietta, her mother, stating that she was safe and wanted to 
enjoy a life with a man of her choice. Knowing how her dad, Enrico, hated Mario, 
she was frightened that he would come looking for her and make trouble. She, 
therefore, refused to say where she was staying. Enrico could not stand Mario 
mainly because the latter wore his sweat-slicked ginger hair in a long ponytail. 
“Mario has no muscles to speak of and probably no brain either,” Enrico used to 
say, “how can he, therefore, call himself a suitable man for you?” 

Enrico Swanson had hoped that his daughter would realise the error of her 
ways and would thus change her mind and return home. Enrico, although not a 
Catholic himself, followed his wife Henrietta to church where they both would 
pray for Petra’s return. Enrico had attempted to find his daughter, but all his efforts 
were in vain. The phone call Petra made had confirmed she did not intend to return 
home. Enrico decided to contact Petra’s best friend. 

“Hello is that Louise?’ 

=Y 6S, 

‘This is Petra’s dad speaking.’ 

“Hello Mr Swanson, what can I do for you?’ 

‘Is Petra with you?’ 

‘No...’ 

‘Petra has left home. You would not know where she is, would you?’ 


There was a moment of silence, then Louise replied, ‘Petra called me and in 
between sobs she told me that she was leaving the country.’ 

‘Leaving the country?’ Enrico questioned. 

‘Sorry Mr Swanson, I must go now. Bye.’ Before Enrico could solicit any 
more information, the phone went dead. 
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After hearing, what Louise had to say, Enrico gave up his search for his 
daughter but he never gave up hope of ever seeing Petra again. 
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The atmosphere in the Swanson’s family had changed. Everyone was 
managing their grief in their own way. There was very little communication or 
interaction in the family. Enrico continued to struggle with his emotions. The 
feeling that an enemy within had raped his family continued to haunt him. He 
wanted to talk to someone but there was no one trustworthy with whom he could 
talk. He tried to talk to an aunt who lived nearby, but she did not come across as 
being sympathetic. His mixed feelings of anger and desolation were eating him 
inside. 

Until that point, Enrico and Henrietta had enjoyed a quiet happy life. 
Having met each other whilst he was on holidays in her country, they fell in love 
and after they got married, Henrietta followed her husband and started their 
married life in Scotland. When Enrico secured a new job in the Isle of Sheppey, 
the couple moved to that part of England and started to raise a family. They both 
worked hard to cope with the vicissitudes of life and they both did it well. 

As time went by the relationship between Henrietta and Enrico began to get 
cold. The main reason was that Henrietta was feeling resentful. She blamed the 
elopement of her daughter on Enrico’s handling of the situation and in his being 
too strict with the children. She wanted to see her daughter but was frightened that 
this would upset her husband and cause undesirable friction. Henrietta began to 
experience difficulties sleeping at night and when she did manage to fall asleep she 
would wake up in the middle of the night screaming. Often tears would be running 
down her cheeks. The nightmares she was having would nearly always take the 
form of a black horse chasing after her which she had always interpreted as being a 
sign of impending danger. 

Enrico knew he had to do something - but he was not sure what exactly. He 
finally decided to take his wife on a pilgrimage to Lourdes in France, where he 
prayed for the wellbeing and unity of his family and for the return of his daughter. 

It dawned on Enrico that one way of possibly drawing a line and move on with 
his life was to sell the family home and move as far away as possible. He even 
considered leaving the country altogether. Henrietta persuaded him to buy a house 
in a new area in the hope that that would help bury the bad memories and give the 
family a chance to start afresh. The new family residence in London did not get rid 
of the ghost altogether. Slowly but surely though, Enrico and the remainder of his 
family became a unit again; and life became somewhat bearable. There were still 
two young teenage boys to take care of, he reminded himself. 

Marco, who had started his university education, only came home during 
the weekend and he was secretly running a trace on his sister, whilst Dino was 
trying to stand on his own and was getting on with his work placement. 
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Three months had gone by since Petra disappeared. Then quite 
unexpectedly, the postman delivered a card from her, which simply said: 


Dear Mum and Dad 


This is just to let you know that Mario and I got married. Iam 
sorry you could not be there. 


Petra 


Receiving that card was a big blow to both Enrico and his wife. They were 
stunned to say the least. Never in a million years did they ever think that their 
daughter would behave in such a callous manner. There is a saying that "parents 
make children but they do not make their heart or brain." After reading the card, 
the couple sat on the edge of their bed and for a moment stared at each other in 
disbelief. They felt a sense of dishonour and shame had stricken their family. 
Henrietta’s eyes filled up with tears. Using his thumb, Enrico wiped a tear from 
Henrietta’s cheek. They then hugged and consoled each other. 

Enrico kept repeating, ‘It’s over, it’s over.’ What he exactly meant by that 
was unclear. 

“We now have two sons,’ Enrico remarked in a quiet and deflated voice 
and walked out of the room. He did his best to hide his anger and disappointed 
from Henrietta at what his daughter had done. As far as he was concerned, his 
family had been disgraced. 

From that day onwards, it was as if a new dawn had arisen. They had lost a 
daughter they adored and could not understand where they went wrong. However, 
as far as Henrietta was concerned, knowing that her daughter was married and 
presumably happy and safe, offered her a small consolation. Although from that 
point no one in the house mentioned the name of Petra, she was very much alive in 
everyone’s mind. Nothing could fill the void she had left behind. Apart from 
Enrico, the rest of the family figured, the best way not to notice the emptiness was 
for them to focus on other things. 

Because it was nearly Christmas, London was in the full swing of the 
holiday season. The streets of the capital were decorated with Christmas lights and 
wreaths of holly, and on almost every corner, Santa Clause stood, tolling their 
bells for coins. The pavements were crowded with last minute-shoppers fearless of 
the icy winds. 

It was time to complete her own shopping, Henrietta thought. She thought 
about the people for whom she still had to buy gifts. Her husband; Marco; Dino; 
and, of course, her daughter but wait, how would she give it to her. She did not 
know her whereabouts. Henrietta jumped in a taxi and headed for London’s largest 
department stores. The place was jammed with people celebrating the Christmas 
spirit by rudely elbowing other shoppers out of the way. 

When Henrietta finished shopping, she headed back to her house to drop 
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off her gifts. The house was in Convent Street, in a quiet residential section. Well 
barricaded with sandstone coloured bricks and iron railings painted in black and 
gold. Inside, the house was attractively furnished. It consisted of four bedrooms, a 
huge lounge/diner, an L-shaped kitchen, cloakroom, utility room, playroom, a 
study and a conservatory. All the bedrooms were upstairs. One of the bedrooms 
had an en-suite shower/toilet. A bathroom with a toilet was located close to the 
landing. 

Henrietta put the gifts on her bed and was about to start wrapping them, 
when the phone rang. Henrietta picked up the phone. 

‘Hello.’ 

‘Henrietta, darling.’ 

It was her husband. ‘Hello dear. I just came in from town.’ Henrietta 
revealed. 

‘That explains it.’ 

‘That explains what?’ Henrietta asked. 

“Well, I called you earlier. No one answered. Anyway, I just called to say 
that I am working late at the office. Don’t wait up for me.’ 

Henrietta sighed and in a disapproving voice, she shouted, ‘again?’ 

“Yes. Sorry. I have an urgent report to finish. I promise I will be home as 
soon as possible.” He put the phone down before Henrietta could add another 
word. 

Henrietta’s husband had been staying out late since the disappearance of 
his daughter, which was a bit out of character for Enrico, as he had never behaved 
like that before and this was causing some concern to Henrietta. She was 
beginning to wonder about him. I hope he was not up to no good, she told herself. 

Two months had passed since Henrietta and her husband had moved into 
their new house. As Christmas is a time for celebration and it is known to have the 
effect of uniting people, Henrietta hoped it would bring some joy in the lives of 
her family, even though it was going to be the first Christmas the family was not 
going to be complete. For the sake of each other, every member of the family had 
decided to make a special effort so that the occasion would be a pleasant one. 

While Henrietta was wrapping the presents, she heard someone opening 
the front door. Thinking it was her husband, Henrietta shouted. 

‘Is that you darling?’ 

‘It’s me mum,’ Marco answered. 

‘Oh Good! Be a good lad and put the Christmas tree up for me please?’ 


Marco happily erected the Christmas tree in the lounge. As he was putting 
the lights around it, Henrietta came down and helped him put the final touch. She 
placed all the presents she bought underneath the tree. Marco added a few more 
that he had bought and carefully fixed the Christmas cards they had written for 
each other. By the time they had completed all the decorations, they were 
exhausted. They enjoyed a cup of coco together and retired for the evening. 

The next day was Christmas Eve and as it had been snowing during the 
night, beautiful white fluffy snow had covered the ground. Enrico managed to 
clear the path and drove his wife and children to the midnight mass as usual. At 
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one o’clock on Christmas day, as they were about to start their Christmas dinner, 
the doorbell rang. Enrico went to open the door. 

‘Holy mother!’ Enrico exclaimed, when he saw Petra standing there 
looking somewhat apprehensive. 

‘Who is that at the door Enrico?’ Henrietta enquired from the kitchen. 


When she got no answer, she came to the door and as she saw Petra, she 
immediately thought her eyes were playing tricks on her. For a brief moment, she 
stood back as if she had seen a ghost, but finally she opened her arms inviting her 
daughter to give her a hug and escorted her into the lounge. 

Petra had never been in that house. When she ran away from the family, 
they were living somewhere else. For a moment, there was total silence. Marco 
decided to break the ice by asking Petra what she would like to drink. 

‘Nothing’ she answered. 

‘Ah sorry we do not have this drink,’ Marco responded jokingly. He 
suddenly remembered his sister’s favourite tipple and offered her a Bacardi with 
coke. 

‘How have you been keeping sister?’ Dino asked. 

‘Fine Dino, and you?’ 

‘Okay.’ 


The family was once again complete. Suddenly they were celebrating a 
truly magical Christmas. 

Henrietta glanced at Enrico then clapped her hands and said, ‘Christmas 
dinner is ready. Everyone move to the dining room please.’ 


As they all got up, Henrietta went into the kitchen to bring the food. Petra, 
feeling unsure where to sit, hesitated to take a seat. 

‘Sit next to me sis,’ Dino said, and Petra obliged. 

When they were seated, Marco in his attempt to lighten the atmosphere 
said, ‘you look great sis. This dress agrees with you.’ 

Petra smiled. Looking at Marco, ‘Fine hair cut, Marco.’ 

‘T like it short’ Marco replied as he started to pour the wine. 

Henrietta took her place at the table. There was a moment of silence whilst 
Henrietta said grace. Turning to Petra she said, ‘Well I hope you like the starter, 
it’s your favourite. So let’s eat.’ 

“What about the Christmas Crackers?’ Enrico reminded everybody. 


Henrietta picked up one end of her cracker, pointing the other end towards 
Petra and asked her to pull it. ‘Wow just what I wanted’ Henrietta shouted as she 
saw a miniature harmonica falling out of the cracker. After everyone had shared 
their finds, they put on their paper hat and started to eat. 

As the meal went on, Petra was so happy to taste her mum’s cooking again. 
She felt more relaxed and began to chat more freely. 

‘Where are you living sis?’ Dino wanted to know and Enrico was listening 
attentively as he wanted to know too. 
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Petra hesitated. ‘Ashford but I am thinking of moving.’ 
‘But you won’t?’ Marco said knowingly. 
Petra sighed. ‘No maybe later.’ 


After they had eaten, they all gathered in the lounge. As it was Christmas, 
Enrico with his Father Christmas hat on his head knelt near the Christmas tree and 
started to dish out the presents. 

Looking at Petra he said, ‘I am sorry as we did not know you were coming, 
there is no present ...” before he could finish his sentence, Marco interrupted him 
and said, ‘if you look closely dad you will see there is one marked with Petra’s 
name on it.’ 

‘Oh! Are you sure?’ Enrico replied looking suspiciously in the direction of 
Marco. 

Marco grinned and said, ‘Father Christmas always remembers everyone!’ 


Mysteriously there was a present there for Petra. She did not want to accept 
it. However, after some persuasion from her dad, Petra agreed to open her present. 
Unknown to the family, Petra was harbouring a secret. Beneath her brave and 
happy face, lurked a woman with a broken heart. Life had not been as kind to her 
as she had expected since her elopement. Her dream of a rosy life was only a 
figment of her naive imagination. No sooner she was married she found events 
beyond her control had swiftly shattered her expectation of a happy life. She was a 
woman in love and she acted quite impulsively. As they say, "sometimes a girl in 
love would go too far" and she did. She was a crazy fool who let her heart overrule 
each decision her mind was making, but she was determined to make a success of 
her marriage by hook or by crook in order to save face. 

It dawned on Enrico that Marco had a hand in the unexpected appearance 
of his daughter. In a way he was happy that he had. On a number of occasions, he 
had indicated in a round about way that he yearned for his daughter. Obviously, 
Marco through his detective work had succeeded in locating the whereabouts of 
Petra and had created the opportunity for that reunion. 

A mother always knows when things are not going well. She asked Petra to 
help her load the dishwasher, as she was curious to find out how her daughter had 
been doing. She was careful though not to pry too much. They got chatting. While 
conversing with her mother, Petra casually revealed that on a couple of occasions 
while her husband was driving her to work, she had noticed someone in a red car 
following them. 

Astounded by those revelations Henrietta said, ‘following you? Oh my 
goodness!’ After a short pause, she added with some trepidation ‘Well it would not 
be your dad because firstly, he has never owned a red car and secondly he had no 
idea of your whereabouts!’ 

‘Yes, I know he never owned a red car but...,’ before she was able to finish 
her sentence Marco entered the kitchen to pick up a drink from the fridge and 
interrupted their chat. 

The day ended well. The bulk of the conversation was guarded and civil. 
What was going to be a somewhat solemn day turned out to be a memorable one 
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for the family! 


It was time for Petra to bid goodbye to her parents. They hugged and she 
promised she would come to see them again if it was permissible. 

As promised, she visited her parents again for the next two weekends and 
then stopped. Henrietta got concerned. Two weeks had past and there had been no 
news about Petra. She seemed to have vanished for the second time. As she neither 
left her address nor telephone number, there were no means of contacting her. 
enrietta Enrico was in Harrogate for a two-week conference, which was rather 
unfortunate for Henrietta, as she had no one with whom to share her worries. 
Instead, she went to church to confess and to pray for her family; in particular her 
daughter. 2 
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CHAPTER 2 


ince the reappearance of Petra, Enrico’s peace of mind had once 

again been disturbed. All the agony he went through had flooded 

back drowning his consciousness. His wife Henrietta had noticed 
that he was coming late from work more frequently than usual. One afternoon 
Enrico Swanson came in the house and he was shaking like a leaf. His nose was 
bent slightly and his nostrils were partially clogged with dry blood. He looked 
confused and disorientated. A little voice inside his head was cursing and laughing 
at him. 

‘I told you not to do it you fool. Now what?’ the voice asked. 


He could not understand what was happening to him. He opened the drink 
cabinet and poured himself a large whisky. There was a moment of tension in his 
arms as he held the glass with both hands. He raised the glass to his lips and drank 
the whisky in one swallow. He felt a burning sensation at the back of his throat as 
the whisky travelled down his throat to the stomach. His mind had become soft and 
fluidy. Strange images appeared in front of his eyes. He grabbed the whisky bottle 
and with his shaky right-hand he poured himself another glass dropping most of it 
onto the table. The voice kept taunting him. 

‘Why did you do it, fool? Why? Why? Why?’ 


The voice was coming from inside his head, but Enrico could recognise it 
as not being his own. The voice was really upsetting him. He was getting more and 
more frustrated and he felt so disconcerted by the all experience. He started to 
engage that voice in conversation. 

‘Stop, leave me alone.’ 

‘Why should I leave you alone?’ The voice replied. 


Enrico put both his hands over his head and began to pull his hair 
frantically. His hands would intermittently cover his ears while he continued to 
shout, ‘Stop. Stop.’ He eventually rushed out of the house. It had just started to 
snow. He got into his car and he drove off erratically towards the white cliff of 
Dover, the third most popular spots for suicides in the world. While at the wheel of 
his car, the voice continued to taunt him for a few seconds more and then it 
stopped. He then watched a replay of his whole life through the window of his 
mind. He was filled with anger and self-pity. Nasty thoughts kept creeping in and 
out of his mind. The only things keeping him on the road were the cat eyes and the 
occasional flicker of headlights from the oncoming traffic. After an hour or so of 
driving, snow had covered the road. Where other cars had already driven, it was 
icy and treacherous. The roaring sound of the wind was carrying the snow onto the 
car, making it barely possible to see through the misty windscreen. The tired 
screen-wipers got increasingly sluggish and struggled to wipe away the snowflakes 
off from side to side. None of these seemed to deter him. Suddenly the car spun out 
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of control, skidding from side to side and within seconds, it came to a stand still 
after hitting a bank of snow. Escaping unhurt, except for a nasty bump on his 
forehead, Enrico got out of the car and in a violent gesture he slammed the car door 
with his right hand, cursing profanely, kicking it a few times and then began to 
walk. He felt as if a magnet was pulling him towards the cliffs of Dover. 

In no time, the cold icy flakes blown by the wind had covered his face 
impairing his vision. The road was almost deserted and the only sound around was 
the frequent whistling of the wind. Enrico found a shortcut to his destination and 
took it. It was a narrow alley with an uneven surface. He trawled forward 
unsteadily, fighting each step against the resistance of the wind and the treacherous 
road surface, which at times put him down. His wet clothes and inappropriate 
shoes provided him little protection against the cold and torrent barrage of sleet 
and rain dropping from the sky. His misty spectacles masked his deep-sunken eyes 
and unshaven face. After putting up a hard fight against the forces of nature, his 
legs refusing to carry him any further, he fell to the ground exhausted and passed 
out. 

When he regained consciousness, he was astounded to find himself lying in 
a bed. The bedroom was elegantly furnished. It contained a king-size continental 
leather bed with a freestanding wardrobe and dresser. Resting on a side cabinet, a 
TV shaped like a globe. A patio door leading to a balcony was dressed with cream 
velvet curtain lined with maroon borders, swags and tails. It offered wonderful 
views of a lake separated from the house by a botanical garden. The ceiling was 
unusually high and looked like a reputable artist had painted it. Suspended from the 
centre of the ceiling there was a five-arm fan holding a cluster of three candle- 
shaped halogen light bulbs hidden inside the glass-shade. It dawned on Enrico that 
after his intense urge to commit suicide he had accidentally fallen into another 
world. Whilst he was brooding over his miserable experience, a young woman 
entered the room. 

‘Good morning... How are you feeling?’ she said, in an unusually gentle 
enquiring voice. 

‘All right, I guess,’ Enrico Swanson replied in a low voice looking puzzled. 

‘Thank you for caring miss...’ before he could finish his sentence the young 

woman interjected. 

‘My name is Destiny - Destiny Fairfield. I live here with my brother CJ.’ 

Taking a few steps forward she added, ‘the expression on your face tells me 
that you are wondering how you got here, then wonder no more Enrico. My brother 
picked you up unconscious on a side road a few yards away from here and brought 
you home. Our family doctor said you are lucky my brother found you when he 
did, otherwise you would have frozen to death.’ 

‘That would have been the best thing,’ Enrico mumbled to himself ‘but 
how do you know my name?’ 

‘Easy, we saw it on your identity bracelet,’ Destiny replied with a smile as 
she walked serenely towards the patio door overlooking the balcony to draw back 
the curtain. 


Enrico could not help admiring her noticeable long black silky hair resting 
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on her back and almost trailing the floor behind her. Her long sleeveless cream 
chiffon dress wrapped around the contour of her slender body; the bottom portion 
below the knee swayed gently as she walked. The skin on her bare arms and neck 
was beautifully tanned. Enrico eyed her from top to bottom and he could not 
believe that only a few hours before, he did not care if he lived or not, and now he 
found himself in the company of a beautiful angel. He rubbed his eyes in disbelief 
thinking they were playing tricks on him. The last thing he remembered was lying 
in a bed of snow. Something inside him made him feel uneasy and urged him to 
leave. He quietly climbed out of the bed. With both hands he brushed his hair 
backward and hurriedly slipped on his trousers and shirt which were lying on a 
chair next to the bed. He noticed with surprise these had been washed and pressed. 
As he was leaning down searching for his shoes, he heard Destiny’s voice asking: 

‘What are you doing? You should get back to bed, you need to rest!’ 

“Well, my thanks to you and your brother for your hospitality, but I do not 
belong here. So please forgive me but I must leave now.’ 

‘Nonsense,’ Destiny objected in vain. 

Enrico walked out of the room. No sooner he had reached the front door a s 

martly dressed middle-age man got out of a chauffeur-driven black Bentley 
and greeted him. 

‘Good morning,’ he said. 


Enrico recognised in him a benefactor who saved his life but not his fate. 
The tone of affection in the smart man’s voice convinced him of the man’s genuine 
kindness. 

“You must be CJ?’ Enrico uttered in an enquiring tone and the smart man 
nodded. 


After they had exchanged greetings, guided by CJ, they entered the 
irregular-shaped lounge and sat down in front of a cosy fire. They looked at each 
other and after a moment of silence, CJ broke the ice. 

‘Friend, you are lucky I found you when I did. The doctor said a few 
minutes more you would have frozen to death.’ 

‘This is what your sister said. I thank you for your concern CJ and for 
taking the trouble to rescue me, but you know I think it is only fair for me to tell 
you that you have saved a life which is nothing but a wreckage.’ Enrico disclosed 
solemnly. 

“You speak like you are in some kind of emotional turmoil.’ 

‘I just can’t take it anymore.’ Enrico replied between sobs. 

“You may feel like that now my friend,’ CJ concluded, “but do remember 
that everyone has problems! We, too, have ours but we must face them. It is our 
sacred duty. Believe it or not, my sister and I have experienced years of misery. 

‘Oh!’ Enrico said with some disbelief. 

‘If you do not mind I would like to share with you a little story.” Before 
Enrico could give a response, CJ began to say, “Yousee my good friend I am the 
son of the wealthy land owner Don Fairfield. Both my parents died in a plane crash 
two decades ago while I was only 19 years old and my sister Destiny had just 
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turned 16. My only uncle together with my aunt, pretending to look after our 
interest, robbed us of our inheritance. They left us penniless and we had to struggle 
to make ends meet. My sister and I were at Saint Andrews high school. After the 
cremation of my parents, we moved to Ashford, to live with our uncle who was a 
lawyer by profession and a widower with two sons. His wife too had passed away 
five years ago and he remarried his wife’s sister. The first two months living at the 
house of our uncle, we were very happy and we began to enjoy life again, but 
weeks later came the disillusion. Our situation took a downhill turn. They sent 
Destiny to a boarding school in Ashford. My aunt masterminded a plan to cheat us 
of our inheritance and she succeeded in doing so. My aunt enlisted the help of her 
nephew Sam Coleman, who was born a loser. Although not that handsome, he was 
quite a charmer and a great trickster. He was one of five brothers. His mother 
Charlotte was beaten up regularly, sometimes particularly brutally by her husband 
Frank, an alcoholic with a liking for prostitutes. Once the young Sam could only 
watch in terror as his father smashed out all Charlotte’s teeth and then snapped all 
the fingers of one hand. Another time, Frank would drag the children into a 
bedroom, lock the door and made them watch while he had sex with a prostitute. 
Charlotte had finally managed to rid herself of the drunken sadist she had once 
called a husband. After divorcing Frank Coleman she remarried and settled down 
to try encouraging her children to enjoy a normal life. Alas! Sam was too wild to 
tame. His mother never knew in what mood each morning she would find him. One 
day, he was a loving, obedient and diligent son, the next a snarling unruly lout who 
tortured animals and went on shoplifting sprees with delinquent pals. When he was 
15 years old, police arrested him for mugging an old woman but he was later 
acquitted on a technicality. At school, he used to tell wild and exaggerated stories 
and he was dubbed Billy Liar. He joined the army and was honourably discharged, 
following his first tour of duty. He was in-between jobs. 

Unknown to my uncle, my aunt encouraged my sister and Sam to share 
time together as often as possible by providing them with free tickets to attend 
movies. The friendship, over a period of two years, developed into a full-blown 
romance. Fearing that my uncle may not approve, my aunt arranged for Destiny 
and Sam to elope to another town. 

I had just turned twenty-one, and had completed two years of my 
apprenticeship as a Clinical Psychologist in a nearby hospital. With my sister gone, 
her where about unknown to me, I lost contact with her. As I could not take any 
more of the miserable life I was having at my uncle and aunt’s place, I was glad 
when the hospital offered me a room in the staff quarter. By the look on both my 
uncle and aunt’s face when I told them I was moving out, it was not difficult to 
discern they were delighted. Three years later, while I was shopping in the mall, in 
the town of Hastings, I came face to face with Destiny. She ran to me and gave me 
a warm hug. The tears in her eyes betrayed her inner tender feelings for seeing me 
again. We went in a nearby cafe and over a cup of tea she began to tell me how 
three months after running away and marrying Sam, she caught him cheating with 
the wife of her next-door neighbour. She left the house to stay with a friend who 
pretended to give her sanctuary but in return did everything to turn her into an ill- 
reputable woman. Unhappy with her life, she met a middle-age successful art 
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dealer, Eric Siegel who fell in love with her. After they got married, they came to 
live in this villa. Months later, he unexpectedly died of a heart attack and left her a 
very rich young widow. Destiny beseeched me to come and stay at her place. I 
moved to this villa and here I am with every comfort and luxury a man can ask for. 
We have been living here for ten years, yet | am unhappy. How can I be? My mind 
is haunted with troubling thoughts after listening to my sister’s past life and I was 
not there to help her. People who know that we are brother and sister and know 
something of my sister’s past life think the worst of us. They choose to believe that 
we are living an immoral life and we find ourselves unable to convince them 
otherwise. We do our best to maintain our composure and we keep ourselves to 
ourselves. You see my friend; there are few people in this world who can contend 
that their life as a whole is beyond reproach. Some have their wealth as a curtain 
behind which they carry out unspeakable deeds; others have their saintly 
personality, which make them look like an innocent flower when really they are the 
serpent, the vermin of this world. If we want love and respect, we must be ready to 
give love and respect. If we want help when we need it, then we must be prepared 
to give help when others require it.” 
CJ looked at Enrico and said, ‘I would very much like to help you in any 

way I can.’ 

Moved by such an alarming account of CJ, Enrico’s head fell down as if 
unable to bear its weight. He gradually lifted it up until his eyes met a mirror, 
which was hanging over the fireplace. He was horrified to stare at his unshaven 
face. He shook his head in disbelief, because he had always been a well kempt man 
who took lots of pride in his appearance. He began to touch his face everywhere in 
a frantic manner, as if he did not believe he was looking at himself. He began to 
experience flashes of his life when he was nothing but a happy go lucky hard 
working person. He turned round to CJ, looking at him straight in the eyes, and 
said, ‘thank you my friend, I thank you for any help you can give me.’ 

CJ grinned and winked at him and said, “your wish is my command.’ 


Enrico felt he desperately needed a hide away for a few days. This would 
give him time to clear his head and review his situation, he thought. With some 
hesitation and embarrassment in his voice, he asked CJ if he could shelter him for a 
few days. 

‘I need a place to stay for a few days, CJ.’ 

‘It will be our pleasure to have you as our guest. You make yourself at 
home my friend,’ CJ responded throwing his open arms in the air. With certain 
excitement in his voice, he called Destiny to announce the good news. 
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CHAPTER 3 


nrico was sitting in the lounge looking at some pictures in a family 

album, which CJ had handed him, while the former went into the 

kitchen to talk to Destiny. As he flicked through the pages of the 
album, memories of his own family began to flood his mind. He could hear a lean 
voice from the horizon calling his name. The voice gradually ebbed away into a 
soft whisper of a moaning woman. The name: “Enrico! Enrico!” re-sounded in his 
ears and penetrated the very core of his heart. It was like he was awake inside a 
dream. His imagination flashed back to the moment his daughter had dropped the 
bombshell by revealing a well-hidden secret - her love for Mario - a man he 
loathed and he had forbidden her to see. The entire scene leading up to her 
elopement was still fresh in his memory. How could he forget? She was his only 
daughter and the apple of his eye! 

He could hear himself shouting and screaming at his daughter. He could 
smell the unbearable atmosphere in his home. He could feel the tension, which 
existed and had reached melting point. He could hear his own stern voice saying to 
his daughter, that she must choose, either her lover or the family who brought her 
into this world. To which the daughter had replied “I am choosing him ... this is the 
way it is going to be dad whether you like it or not.” Angered by such belligerence 
he could hear himself shouting, ‘I am going to kill that son of a bitch.’ 

Suddenly CJ entered the lounge and addressing Enrico he said, “well, we 
have a nice dinner waiting for us. I am famished, aren’t you?’ 

Enrico shook off his visions of the past and answered with a nod. He 
obediently followed his host to the dining room, where Destiny was already 
waiting and with her right hand, she indicated where both men should sit. As he sat 
down, Enrico felt somewhat awkward because he would rather have been sitting 
with his family at his own table sharing a meal with them, but instead he was in 
someone else’s house. He could not help wondering what his wife and sons were 
doing at this moment. However, in order to be polite and with some 
encouragement from his host, he started to eat. 

‘Hmm, this is delicious. I can see someone is a good cook here.’ 

Destiny taking credit for that remark said, “you are too kind, Enrico, but 
thank you. Your accent tells me that you were not born in the UK, were you?’ 

‘No, I come from a small island called Mauritius.’ 

‘How nice, I have heard of it. It’s located somewhere in the Indian Ocean 
isn’t it?’ Destiny enquired. 

‘Yes, it is.’ CJ confirmed. ‘I read that it is a beautiful island. The tourist 
brochure described it as the paradise and key of the Indian Ocean.’ 

“You are well informed CJ, although I must add that this is not the way I 
remember it.’ Enrico declared. 

It is the island in the sun, where Enrico’s father had toiled to raise a small 
family. He died when Enrico was only 4 years old. The hosts learned how Enrico 
sailed away from the island in 1982 to a beautiful town called Kilmarnock in 


Scotland to begin a new life by pursuing a career in civil engineering. Enrico had 
just reached his 20 birthday when he said goodbye to his mother, brothers and a 
few other significant people who were close to him, to follow his destiny. 

Enrico feeling somewhat ashamed revealed that his mother was shocked 
when she learnt of Enrico’s decision to leave, but as she only knew of it 3 days 
before he was due to sail, she had little time to assert her opposition. Sipping 
another drop of the fine wine to help his digestion, he reflected and wondered if he 
was right not to have given his mother a chance to express her objection. 

“You must miss them, especially your mother, I would think?’ Destiny 
interrupted Enrico’s thought. 

“Yes, I do’ Enrico replied as he took another sip of the wine. This wine 
complemented the meal very well he thought to himself. Little did he know that CJ 
owned a cellar full of vintage wine and only shared them with special guests! 

Stretching his arm, he picked up the carafe and poured himself another 
glass. CJ was curious to know more about his guest and as the wine was loosening 
Enrico’s inhibition, he began to share more and more of his life with Destiny and 
CJ Fairfield. 

CJ glanced at Destiny. ‘That Shrimp in coconut milk is really tasty.’ He 
turned back to Enrico and said, ‘I miss my father a lot, don’t you?’ 

‘I do too. Unfortunately mine died when I was only 4 years old, leaving my 
mother with the heavy burden of bringing up my brothers and I on her own. She 
would get up very early in the morning to go and work long hours in the sugar cane 
field, to make as much money as she was able to in order to provide for us. I 
remember she once said that although she had lost her husband so early, he had left 
her three “Princes to take care of her.” 


Did they live up to their mother’s expectation? That was the sixty-million 
dollar question. 

As the meal went on, Destiny began to take a liking to Enrico. He had a 
warm and charming personality. 

Enrico looked at CJ and asked, ‘do you like being a clinical psychologist?’ 

‘Sadly no. When I moved in with Destiny I gave the course up.’ 

‘Early retirement, is it?’ Enrico said teasingly. 


CJ smiled. Dinner was over; they were all making their way back into the 
lounge when CJ remembered he had something to do. 

“You two go ahead, while I make a phone call.’ 

Destiny and Enrico took a seat on the sofa. Looking at Enrico, 

Destiny said, ‘I am very glad we met.’ 

‘So am I,’ Enrico replied, and he meant it. 

‘Do you like Tchaikovsky?’ Destiny asked. 

‘He is great. Strangely enough whenever I feel the need to relax, I lie on the 
sofa, plug in my iPod and let myself drift away.’ 


Destiny picked up the remote control and pointed it at the music stack and 
they began to listen to Tchaikovsky’s Swan Lake. 
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‘This is what I call good music. I used to be in a band you know.’ Enrico 
revealed. 

‘Really.’ 

‘Really. I was only fifteen though.’ 

‘And?’ Destiny looking on enquiringly. 


Enrico explained how he and six of his friends formed a music band. Every 
weekend he said, his friends would rally at his parent’s house and they would 
practice their music in the garage. 

‘As a group we wrote and recorded a few songs,’ Enrico said. 

‘Is that so? Tell me more.’ Destiny encouraged Enrico to continue. 

‘Well, we used to go around calling ourselves “The WRECKAGE” purely 
because we used to play our music so loud causing the neighbours to complain to 
my parents about the noise. To keep the peace with the neighbours, they forced me 
to give it up and after that we went our separate ways.’ 
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Back in the study, CJ was having a téte-a-téte on the phone with Douglas 
Pritchard - head of forensic team for the homicide division of Scotland Yard. 

‘Hello Phyllis.’ The voice said. 

Phyllis recognised CJ voice immediately. ‘Yes.’ 

“Where is Douglas?’ 

Phyllis looked in the direction of Douglas and then she replied, ‘he is right 
here,’ and she handed the phone to him. 

“Hello CJ, what can I do for you?’ Douglas asked sheepishly. 

‘Have you got those results for me yet?’ CJ enquired, impatiently. 

‘Not yet.’ 

‘I thought I told you it is urgent.’ 

‘Sorry but we have been very busy. You will have them first thing in the 
morning.’ 

‘Make sure you do that.’ CJ said abruptly. He ended the call and banged the 
phone down. 

Typical...just typical CJ thought. ‘This Douglas is always complaining of 
being overworked and underpaid,’ CJ moaned as he walked to the lounge to join 
Destiny and Enrico. 

‘Well, I see you two got on quite well without me,’ CJ remarked. ‘So 
Enrico, do you live nearby?’ 

‘T live in London with my family - what is left of it, anyway!’ 

‘What do you mean?’ Destiny intervened. 

Looking at Destiny Enrico said, ‘This is one thing you do not really want to 
know.’ 

‘That bad is it? Iam a good listener you know,’ she said with a smile. 
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Suddenly Enrico felt his eyes filling with tears. To avoid embarrassing 
himself in front of his hosts, he rushed out of the room pretending he needed to go 
to the bathroom. After a few minutes, having composed himself, he returned into 
the lounge. His red eyes betrayed his brave attempt to hide the distress he was 
experiencing. 

Destiny went to sit near Enrico and looking into his eyes she said, ‘They 
say a trouble shared is half solved.’ 

After a moment of silence Enrico shook his head and asked in an enquiring 
voice, ‘where do I begin?’ 

“You mentioned to me earlier that you had a disagreement with your 
daughter,’ Destiny reminded him. 

‘Whilst at university,’ he paused. ‘My daughter had been secretly courting 
a man she knew my wife and I disapprove.’ 

‘Oh, oh!’ Destiny remarked. ‘This must have been very upsetting for you?’ 

“We felt deceived and betrayed.’ 

‘I bet you were.’ 


Enrico went on to explain how the revelation provoked unimaginable 
reactions from both sides. Then, shaking his head he said, ‘from that moment 
onwards, the atmosphere in my home quickly became unbearable.’ He paused 
again, took a deep breath and then he added, ‘the tension mounted rapidly and 
within a short space of time it reached melting point.’ 

‘Did you hit her?’ CJ asked. 

‘Unfortunately I gave her a slap.’ Enrico admitted ashamedly. 

‘Oh no!’ Destiny sighed. 

CJ was listening patiently. ‘That must have been very scary for her!’ he 
remarked. 

Enrico looked down. He could visualise that day clearly. After he had 
composed himself, he revealed, ‘soon after the incident, my daughter took off.’ 

‘Do you know where she went?’ CJ asked. 

‘No. That was the doomsday of my life,’ he said sobbingly. 

‘This is very sad,’ Destiny uttered softly. She painfully remembered the day 
when she eloped with Sam Coleman. She glanced at CJ and wondered how he felt. 

In a solemn voice Enrico murmured, ‘since the day my daughter left, my 
family had not been the same. It was the day when my world was turned upside 
down.’ 

He agonizingly revealed that his house in Meadow Drive became like a 
morgue, haunted with bad memories. Since the family had no one to turn to, each 
kept their feelings to themselves and barely talked to each other. What he omitted 
to tell the Fairfields was that his daughter Petra had come to see them on Christmas 
day and that many times he had thought of hunting and killing that bastard his 
daughter ran away with. 

Enrico tearfully admitted it all became too much for him. The family he had 
created and loved had fallen apart and he just could not see any point in continuing 
with his life. 

“When you got into your car, you were not thinking of ending your life 
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were you?’ Destiny enquired warily. 

‘At the time, that was the only brilliant idea that came into my mind,’ 
Enrico admitted rather contritely. 

‘And now?’ CJ interjected. 

‘Well, after hearing your story CJ, it made me realise that taking one’s own 
life is a cowardly way out of a difficult situation.’ Enrico replied with a deflated 
grin on his face and added, ‘A man must have the courage to face the consequences 
of his actions like a man!’ 


Looking at the ceiling, as if he was addressing God, Enrico stated that 
although they say that time is a great healer he did not see that being the case for 
him. 

CJ and Destiny were stunned to hear Enrico’s story. “Wow, this is quite a 
revelation and very illuminating,’ CJ remarked. 

To ease the situation, CJ decided to take Enrico for a little walk. “Come my 
friend let me show you around.’ CJ got up from the sofa and guided Enrico to the 
front door leading to the courtyard. 


As they walked around in the courtyard, Enrico roved his eyes on the 
splendid house of his saviour. It was a spacious stone house of a Georgian 
architectural style; quite opulent and exquisite in every aspect of its design. The 
approximately seven acres of land surrounding the building was impeccably clean 
and tidy. Two gardeners kept the garden well maintained. As they walked around 
Enrico could see one man clearing some of the snow around the main fountain 
fronting the house, and another carrying a shovel was walking around one of 
several flowerbeds surrounding the fountain and lining the boundary walls. As 
Enrico and CJ passed the side of the house, Enrico noticed a tennis court, an 
enormous pool paved in blue and gold mosaic, and several other fountains, bronze 
statues located in a number of places on the grounds. The huge back garden with 
sweeping lawns separated the house from a lake. 

On the East side of the house, his chauffeur was clearing the snowflakes off 
the roof of his black Bentley Azure. As they were making their way back to the 
house, CJ’s mobile started to ring. 

‘Sorry duty calls. I will leave you in the good company of Destiny.’ CJ 
told Enrico as he walked to his car. 


On the very day that CJ picked up Enrico he was assigned a case of a young 
soldier who had been savagely murdered in his home whilst he was on leave. He 
was in his early thirties, ginger hair and brown eyes. A trace of a tattoo was evident 
on his left arm. 

After having spent a week at the Fairfield’s residence, Enrico left to attend 
a conference at Harrogate before returning home. 


CHAPTER 4 


Ithough she was 45, Henrietta looked much younger. Being a staunch 
Roman Catholic she was a regular churchgoer. She had just returned 
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from church and was feeling somewhat tired. She made a cup of soup 
and as she was about to put her feet up to watch her favourite soap, the doorbell 
rang. ‘Who could that be now?’ She mumbled irritably to herself. She was not 
really in the mood to talk to anyone, but then she remembered the Avon woman 
was due to call, so she went to the door ready to get rid of her as quickly as 
possible. To her surprise, it was Petra and she looked dreadful. She flung herself in 
her mother’s arm and started to cry. 

Henrietta while offering her daughter a shoulder to cry on said, ‘I knew it; I 
could feel there was something wrong.’ She immediately assumed that Petra and 
her husband had quarrelled. ‘What happened between you and Mario? Have you 
argued? Did he hurt you? Did he?’ Henrietta asked her daughter forcefully. 

‘No mum.’ 

“What then?’ Henrietta demanded to know. 


Petra hesitated a bit and then decided to come clean. She told her mother 
that her husband Mario was dead. Since Mario Cini was a soldier in the British 
Army stationed in Afghanistan, Henrietta immediately assumed that he died in 
combat, and commented that this is always the danger of being in the army, but 
Petra quickly corrected her. 

“Mario was murdered mum,’ Petra said, raising her voice. ‘Someone 
fractured his skull with a cricket bat in our home.’ 

‘Oh Lord!’ Henrietta exclaimed, ‘when did that happen?’ 

‘Two weeks ago, police said. It took place at 3 o’clock in the afternoon.’ 
Petra answered with great bitterness in her voice. 

‘Why didn’t you tell us?’ 

‘Mario would not have wanted me to,’ she mumbled. 

‘This is why you stopped coming! Have the police found the bastard who 
did it?’ Henrietta was curious to know. 

‘Not yet,’ answered Petra, ‘they say they are working on it. Two weeks 
have gone since it happened, and the killer is still at large.’ 


Henrietta was truly shocked at the news and could not wait to tell Enrico 
who just happened to walk in. Surprisingly, he was not moved one way or another. 
He walked to his daughter and gave her a hug and looking straight into her eyes, 
he told her: 

‘I would be lying if I said I was unhappy to hear the news, but I am not 
happy either. I do feel for you.’ 

Petra did not quite know what to make of what her father was saying to 
her. She was fully aware that her dad hated Mario and disapproved of her 
relationship with him, and when she heard of the death of her husband, the first 
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person she suspected was her dad because she knew he had a temper, but she could 
never bring herself to point the finger at him. She has always had great affection 
for her parents, particularly her dad. He was the last person she ever wanted to 
hurt. What she ideally wanted was to have her dad supporting her relationship with 
Mario. This would have given her the best of both worlds. However, when she 
found that she could not have her cake and eat it, she reluctantly took the decision 
to elope with Mario. A decision she had always regretted but felt unable to stop 
her heart controlling her mind. Now that Mario was dead and her life was in 
tatters, she felt abandoned, isolated and angry. She was resentful of the fact that 
what she fought so hard to get had been taken away from her in such a cruel 
manner. ‘I am being punished for loving, while the killer of my husband is at 
large,’ she groaned. ‘This is just not fair’. She found it ever so difficult to shake 
the feeling of emptiness she was experiencing without her husband. There was a 
special spot in the house where her husband used to playfully peek around and 
scare her daily. Now that he was dead, she found herself waiting/hoping that he 
would peek around the corner and scare her. Many nights after his death, she 
waited for him to pull in the driveway. She had a hard time accepting that her 
husband was not coming back and there was nothing she could do to change that. 
Her best friend Louise was very supportive to her and visited her regularly. 

“You will find love and happiness again.’ Louise reassured her. 

‘No one can replace my Mario.’ 

‘No one has to,’ Louise replied. ‘When love comes along again, what you 
build will be with that person.’ 


It took Petra a while to realise that the loss of her spouse was a sinkhole in 
the streets of her life. And the thing about sinkholes is that while one can get 
sucked in quickly and become damaged, they eventually, over time can be fixed 
and the streets do become drivable again. 

Henrietta too was troubled. That night she had difficulty falling asleep. She 
thought back to the time when Petra had revealed that someone had been 
following her in a red car. She knew her husband had never own a red car, but 
could he have borrowed or rented one? She felt disgusted with herself for daring 
to think that her husband could have had anything to do with the murder of Mario. 
She pushed the thought away and closed her eyes. When she did finally fall asleep, 
she dreamt of a black horse chasing her. She tried to scream for help but could not. 
The fright finally woke her up. She switched on the bedside lamp and sat up at the 
edge of the bed breathing heavily. She always dreamt of black horse when there 
was danger looming. Her sigh woke Enrico up. 

‘Hmm...What’s up Henrietta?’ Enrico enquired. 

‘There was this horse chasing me...’ Henrietta started to explain while still 
trying to catch her breath. 

“You were having a nightmare dear! I told you not to eat cheese before 
going to bed.’ Enrico retorted. ‘Go to sleep.’ 

‘I didn’t I didn’t.’ Henrietta insisted and she reluctantly slipped back into 
bed. 
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Since Enrico had returned from his conference at Harrogate, he had been 
very preoccupied and at times irritable. He of course never told his wife that he 
spent one week at the Fairfield’s before going to Harrogate. He began to display 
mood swings. Henrietta felt that the best policy was to keep out of his way. Enrico 
was struggling to get back his confidence, which he felt had been undermined. For 
a brief period, it looked like he was succeeding but the relationship between 
Henrietta and Enrico took a down turn. They were arguing with each other over 
little things. Enrico felt that his wife was disrespecting him and pushing him away. 

Slowly they were drifting apart. Enrico was feeling unhappy with his 
marriage, but he had run out of ideas how to fix it. He was sure he did not want to 
start an affair with anyone but he needed a companion he could talk to and share a 
laugh with now and then. As it became more and more obvious that he was not 
going to get the support he needed from Henrietta, he began to look elsewhere for 
companionship. He remembered the email address of Destiny and he decided to 
write her a few words. He did not expect to get a reply, but when he later on found 
a response waiting for him in his inbox, he was pleasantly surprised and he wrote 
back immediately. They started to correspond with each other. Having met 
Destiny before, he knew she was a good listener and quite pleasant to converse 
with. They wrote to each other as often as they could, whilst Henrietta had 
enrolled herself on a keep fit course. This and her job as a Beauty Therapist kept 
her busy most of the time. As a couple, they used to go shopping together like 
most couples do, but Henrietta had become addicted to shopping online which 
gave her a perfect excuse to give up weekend shopping with her husband. 

Unlike most men, Enrico was completely unself-conscious about his good 
looks and displayed no ego. He was well educated and articulate and when he 
talked to people, there was never a hint of superiority. However, he was quite 
capable of acting in a violent manner if someone pushed him hard enough. Women 
generally found him attractive. Nevertheless, as far as Henrietta was concerned, 
he had become quite difficult to live with. 

Enrico was committed to his marriage and remained so. It would be quite 
against his principle for him to violate his sacred married vow, but a marriage is 
like a flower, unless both parties nurture it properly, eventually it is likely to 
wither away. 

It is not very easy to keep a secret. Enrico knew that once the cat was out of 
the bag, it would affect the lives of every member of his family including his own. 
Mindful of that, he was determined to do whatever it took to protect them. After 
all, they were the family for which he was willing to die.2 
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CHAPTER 5 


uring the spring of 2012, Destiny decided to invite Enrico to come 
and spend a weekend with them. After thinking about it for a while, 
he decided to accept the invitation. Destiny agreed to meet him at 
Ashford train station. On the arranged date and time, Enrico arrived at the station. 
As he got off the train, he looked around but could not find anyone there. He began 
to wonder if Destiny had stood him up. However, as he walked to the far end of the 
station he noticed a woman cutely dressed looking at another train that was 
approaching the same station. As he got closer, the woman turned her head and 
their eyes met. With a huge smile, Destiny rushed towards him and gave him a big 
hug. She had never greeted Enrico in that manner before, leaving the latter to 
wonder whether this was an open disclosure of her affection for him. Enrico looked 
straight into her eyes and even a blind man would have been able to see the warmth 
and tenderness. 
‘Destiny, it is so good to see you again,’ Enrico whispered and added, ‘You 
look stunning, as usual.’ 
“You look great too Enrico. So how was your train journey?’ Destiny 
enquired. 


Enrico confirmed that the journey was good and even better now that he 
was in her company. Like a happy couple, they walked out of the station into the 
waiting chauffeur-driven Bentley. As they sat in the back of the car, Enrico could 
not stop admiring Destiny as if he was seeing her for the first time. 

“You know, you look even more beautiful than when I last saw you.’ Enrico 
whispered. 

‘Thank you. You do not look too bad yourself,’ she replied with a cheeky 
erin. 

‘How is CJ?’ Enrico added. 

‘He is fine. And you are you okay?’ Destiny asked in a tender voice. 


Enrico nodded with a smile. They continued to chitchat while being driven 
to Destiny’s residence. As they arrived at the door, CJ and his new partner Karina 
welcomed Enrico without much formality as they regarded him as one of their 
own. Karina was quite pleasant and had been living with CJ for a few months. 
They met at a wedding and their affection for each other had grown from strength 
to strength. They believed in marriage but did not want to rush into it. They all sat 
down for tea and biscuits. As the weather was nice, Destiny suggested a game of 
tennis. 

‘Tam game,’ Karina said, “if the men want to take us on in a doubles.’ 

“Youare on,’ CJ replied, ‘let the battle of the sexes begin.’ 


They made their way to the tennis court in the back garden. Unknown to all 
three of them, Enrico was once a professional tennis player and he had won a few 
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competitions. The women had no chance against the men. The men had won the 
toss and as soon as Enrico made his first serve, both Destiny and Karina realised 
that he was an able player. Despite the women’s best efforts, they lost three sets to 
love to the men. To cool down, they jumped in the swimming pool. They had a 
pleasant afternoon together. While they were sitting by the pool, a couple of times 
Destiny and Enrico’s eyes met and they smiled at each other. Enrico was burning 
to know what was on Destiny's mind but did not dare ask. 

Enrico had always been a little bashful, especially when it came to women. 
He was a very sensitive man who did not handle rejection well. He also hated 
hurting people. Since the first day he had set eyes on Destiny, he felt some kind of 
attraction towards her but had kept a grip on his feelings. He was after all a married 
man and he did not want to spoil his marriage. He decided to close his eyes and 
soak in the sun. 

‘Dinner is ready,’ Miriam, the Maid, announced. 


After dinner, they watched a film on TV. It was a beautiful romantic film 
"Story of a woman" starring Robert Stack, James Farentino and Bibi Andersson. 
Since Karina was cuddled-up to CJ, Destiny decided to sit near Enrico. By the time 
the film finished it was quite late and after an exhausting day it was time for bed. 
The next day was Sunday so there was no need to get up early. Early next morning 
CJ and Karina popped in to town. Destiny was up before Enrico and she was in the 
parlour. As Enrico entered the room, he noticed Destiny sitting on the settee 
glancing at a magazine. He walked towards her and cheekily said: 

‘Did you have a lovely dream last night?’ 

‘Unfortunately, I had a lovely night without a dream,’ She responded. 

‘Have you had your breakfast yet?’ Enrico asked. 

‘No, I was waiting for you,’ she answered. 

‘Where is everybody?’ Enrico enquired. 

‘CJ and Karina have gone to town;’ Destiny replied and said, ‘let us go in 
the dining room.’ 


They walked into the dining room where breakfast was ready and waiting. 
They sat opposite each other and ate. They occasionally glanced and smiled at each 
other with very few words said. Suddenly the phone rang. It was CJ wanting to talk 
to Destiny. Enrico politely withdrew himself from the dining room to give Destiny 
some privacy, which she appreciated very much. 

CJ had taken an instant liking to Enrico since he first met him. He had also 
noticed that his sister had grown fond of him. He knew that Enrico was married but 
he was not sure of the state of his marriage. He was happy to have helped Enrico 
get back on his feet, but he was now frightened that his sister may become the 
instrument that would wreck his marriage. As an officer of the law, he had a good 
sense of right and wrong. A Police Detective is never off duty. In fact, his 
department was still investigating the murder of Mario Cini. The investigation had 
been going on for just under three months. 

It was nearly one o’clock in the afternoon when CJ and Karina returned 
from their shopping. After lunch was over, they had a few games of cards, and then 
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it was time for Enrico to be on his way. Destiny accompanied Enrico to the train 
station. As Enrico was about to embark on the train, much to his surprise and some 
delight, Destiny pull him towards her and stole a kiss. Enrico was so stunned that 
he did not know what to say. He took a lasting look at Destiny and said, ‘I better 
get on the train before it leaves without me.’ Destiny stood there watching Enrico 
entering the train. He took a seat near the window. As the train pulled away from 
the station, they waved to each other until they were out of sight. 

Enrico was aware of Destiny’s past life. She had not had much luck in her 
life. When she did find love and happiness, it did not last very long. He realised he 
was developing feelings for Destiny and there were signs it was mutual but he 
quickly dismissed the thought as he did not want to do anything that would 
jeopardise his marriage. Destiny too, had misgivings about Enrico, as she knew he 
was married but attempted to rationalise her behaviour by telling herself that, all is 
fair in love and war. When she returned home, she found CJ waiting to talk to her. 
She guessed what it might be about, but as she was not in the mood for discussion, 
she took herself straight to bed. 

While CJ was in town earlier that day, he had decided to pop to the station 
to pick up some papers from his office. An attractive police officer in her forties 
showed him an identikit picture on a poster with the headline ‘WANTED FOR 
QUESTIONING ON SUSPICION OF MURDER’ that was going to be released to 
the local newspaper. The picture had a strong resemblance to Enrico. He had seen 
that identikit picture once before but he had not made the connection perhaps 
because his friendship with Enrico clouded his vision. However, when he saw the 
identikit picture this time printed on the poster, he was upset that he might have 
been associating himself with a murderer. He had grabbed a copy of the poster 
together with some other files and made his way home. He did not intend to show 
it to Destiny, but he knew he had to protect her from getting hurt again. The phone 
call he made to his sister earlier on was to check if she was safe. 

The knowledge that his friend Enrico might be a murderer was affecting 
CJ’s peace of mind, but he refused to accept that a man like Enrico could be a 
murderer, and began to wonder if his friend had a twin brother or a look-alike. He 
remembered the story of Enrico’s daughter and he began to wonder if there was a 
connection between Mario Cini and Enrico’s daughter Petra and he was 
determined to find out. The next morning he went to the Registry office to examine 
their records. The lady behind the desk was very helpful. 

Being an officer of the law, CJ was duty bound not to ignore vital 
information but his affection for Enrico presented him with a bit of a dilemma. 
When he arrived home that evening, he had made up his mind to talk to Destiny 
and Karina about what he had discovered. As soon as he entered the house, he 
found Destiny crying in her room. She had accidentally stumbled on the poster, 
which CJ had inadvertently left on his bedside table. Destiny refused to believe that 
Enrico was guilty of murder and she was prepared to get the best lawyer money 
could buy to defend him. « 
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CHAPTER 6 


e conference room in the Metropolitan Centre at New Scotland Yard, 
London was crowded with members of the media. Detective Inspector 
CJ Fairfield entered and walked to the front of the room. 

‘Quiet please.’ He waited until there was silence. “Before I take your 
questions, I have a statement to make. The savage murder of Officer Cadet Mario 
Cini is a great loss not only to his wife and parents, but also to the country, and our 
investigations will continue until we apprehend the person responsible for his 
death. I am now ready to take your questions.’ 

A reporter stood up. ‘Inspector Fairfield, do the police have any leads?’ 

‘About 3 PM on 15 January 2011 a witness saw a bearded middle-aged 
man dressed in a rain-coat and hat, wearing dark glasses leaving the house and 
drove away in a red car.’ 

‘Did the witness get the Model or Registration number of the car?’ 
‘No to both questions.’ 
‘Was anything taken?’ 

‘Yes, the wedding ring on the victim’s finger and his wristwatch given to 

him by his wife were missing.’ 
‘Any money or other jewellery taken?’ 
‘It looks like some money was taken from his wallet.’ 
‘Inspector Fairfield, was Mario Cini alone in the house?’ 

‘Yes, from information we have gathered so far he had just returned home 
after taking his wife to work.’ 

‘Do you think he knew his killer?’ 
‘We think so. There were no signs of forced entry.’ 


Another reporter called out, 

‘Is it true the victim’s skull was fractured?’ 

“Yes. He was hit several times with one of the cricket bats belonging to the 
victim.’ 

‘Three months are nearly gone. When do you expect to make an arrest?’ 

“We are working on it. Thank you all.’ 


As Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield was walking out of the room to his car, 
he kept thinking about the two missing items. In addition, what he did not tell the 
press is that the murderer left behind a brown button, which he believed came 
away from the raincoat the murderer was wearing at the time. Police found the 
button buried in the rug pile underneath the coffee table where the victim’s body 
was lying. 

Inspector Fairfield’s sister Destiny called. ‘Karina and I watched your press 
conference on the news, CJ. For a moment there, when you were mentioning the 
wedding ring and the wristwatch you made an unnatural pause as if you suddenly 
remembered something.’ 


“Yes, I did. I need to go back to the station and take another look at the 
photograph of that watch which Mario’s wife gave to the police.’ 

‘Oh, by the way, Enrico called me. He was surprised to discover that you 
were with the police force.’ 

‘Did he say anything else?’ CJ wanted to know. 

“Yes, he wanted to meet me and I am going to have tea with him this 
afternoon at Garcon café in town.’ 

‘Okay, see you later Destiny. Be careful.’ CJ put his mobile back in his 
pocket, got into his car and drove away. 

As arranged, Destiny met with Enrico for tea. The café turned out to be 
packed but they managed to find two empty seats tucked away near the stairs 
leading to the top floor. 

When they were seated Enrico said, ‘you look great, Destiny. Whatever you 
are doing agrees with you.’ 

‘I have been doing a lot of exercises and some yoga.’ She looked into 
Enrico’s eyes, ‘Do you remember the first time you and I...,’ before she could 
finished her sentence, Enrico interrupted her. 

“You mean ‘you and I set eyes on each other’?’ 

“Yes.” 

‘How can I forget? You are the most beautiful woman I have ever met.’ 

‘I bet you say that to every woman you meet.’ 

‘Nonsense! Besides every woman I meet does not look as beautiful as you,’ 
replied Enrico. 

They stared at each other, and then Destiny said sweetly, ‘have you been 
thinking of me?’ 

‘I have not been able to take my mind off you since the last time we met. 
This is not very wise you know.’ 

‘I know,’ Destiny replied in a reflective voice. ‘I wished you were not 
married.’ 

‘But I am,’ Enrico rebutted. ‘This is why I have come to tell you that we 
can’t see each other anymore. What is more, I am leaving tomorrow.’ 

‘Leaving? Where are you going?’ Destiny was desperate to know. 

Enrico hesitated. ‘Brazil. I could not go without seeing you one more time.’ 

“When will you be back?’ Destiny asked. 

Enrico looked at her for a long moment and then said softly, “I don’t think I 
will be coming back here, Destiny. It is for the best. Don’t tell CJ anything if he 
should ask.’ 


As he got up from the table to make his way out, Destiny grabbed his left- 
hand pretending to be looking at the time, when in fact all she wanted was to take a 
good look at his watch. 

Outside, the café Enrico said, ‘I have to go somewhere now.’ He took 
Destiny’s hand in his. ‘I am very privileged to have met you and I will always 
think of you.’ 

‘So will I,’ Destiny replied, unable to stop herself, she grabbed Enrico, 
pulled him towards her and gave him a lasting kiss. 
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Destiny then watched Enrico walked hurriedly down the street. He must be 
running away she thought. She fought hard to contain her emotion and drove home 
where she found CJ waiting. 

CJ showed her the photo of the watch that he had picked up from the 
station and said, ‘I vaguely remember Enrico wearing a similar type of watch.’ 

Destiny reluctantly confirmed that she had just looked at Enrico’s watch 
and it matched perfectly with that in the photo. ‘I remember commenting on his 
watch before and he said it was a present from an admirer.’ 

It must be coincidental surely, Destiny thought. However, when CJ learnt 
from his sister that Enrico was about to leave the country, he issued a warrant for 
his arrest, although deep inside, like Destiny, he could not believe that Enrico was 
Mario Cini’s murderer. Nevertheless as a man of the law, he was duty bound to 
follow every lead at his disposal. 

Destiny was really falling for Enrico, her mind was telling her one thing 
and her heart was saying something else. Even if Enrico was guilty, she hated 
herself for having contributed information that was leading to his arrest. She called 
his mobile to warn him, but it was out of range. She decided to send him an email 
and prayed it found him before it was too late. 

Unfortunately, as Enrico arrived home that evening he found the police 
waiting for him. When he saw them, he did not attempt to run. After the two police 
officers read him his “right to silence”, they escorted him to the police station for 
questioning in connection to Cini’s death. While they were ushering him into the 
police car, his wife shouted, ‘I am calling Jeffrey.’ Jeffrey Wilson was the family 
lawyer. 

Three police officers remained behind and they were searching the house. 
They were looking for anything that could help with their investigations such as 
the missing watch and ring. They also looked everywhere for a raincoat with a 
missing button. 

Down at the station, Enrico was in the interrogation room with two mean 
looking police officers. They asked him to remove his watch. As expected, 
inscribed on the back were the following words: "J love you forever". The very 
same words Cini’s wife had told the police she had engraved on the watch before 
giving it to her husband for his birthday. 

‘Where did you get this watch?’ One of the interrogators asked Enrico. 

‘It was given to me as a gift.’ 

‘By your wife?’ the interrogator demanded to know. 

‘No.’ 

‘Who then?’ Enrico refused to answer and demanded for his lawyer to be 
present. Realising he was not going to cooperate; they took him to a cell and 
locked him up. 

Inspector Fairfield, in charge of the Cini murder case was a shrewd 
detective. While everyone in his team including his boss felt Enrico was guilty of 
the murder, Inspector Fairfield was not convinced. There was something at the 
back of his mind teasing him. ‘Why would an intelligent person like Enrico kill 
someone and then wear the watch of his victim?’ he asked himself. Especially 
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someone he loathed. It took him hours that night to get to sleep. In the morning, 
when Detective Fairfield woke up he made a pot of tea. While sipping his cuppa he 
began reviewing his notes. 

Back at the police station, two uniformed patrol officers have caught a 
burglar as he was attempting to break into a house in Ashford. He did not attempt 
to resist arrest and almost gleefully told them that not only was he trying to break 
in, but also he was the guy who murdered Mario Cini. He identified himself as 
Billy Liar, aged 35. Asked why he murdered Cini, Billy told his captors, ‘I’m not 
good looking. I am not educated but I was able to outsmart a so call valiant 
soldier.’ The police found his account so bizarre that they did not believe him and 
released him with a warning. # 


CHAPTER 7 


just arrived in his office, when he received a call from a woman who 

refused to identify herself. With a colleague, CJ Fairfield got into his 
car and drove to 941 Albert Street. When they arrived at the address, CJ pressed 
the doorbell button and got no response. He waited a minute then knocked only to 
be once more met by silence. He knocked again, this time a bit harder. To their 
surprised, the door opened. They walked into a large room. On the right hand 
corner was a white door. CJ knocked and when he got no response he tried the 
door handle, but it was locked. When his continued knocking and calling produced 
no response, he knew something had to be wrong. CJ smashed the door with his 
shoulder, forcing it open. Inside, he looked in the bathroom, thought he would faint 
and asked his colleague to call for an ambulance. 

Lying on the floor was a body of a man drowned in a pool of blood with his 
head smashed with a cricket bat left next to his body. On the bathroom mirror, 
scribbled with blood, were the following words, "now I hope you know how it 
feels." CJ later on at the morgue recognised the body as that of Sam Coleman 
(Alias Billy Liar). Anyone who knew Sam and knew how psychotic he was would 
say he got what he deserved. However, to first CJ, then New Scotland Yard and 
finally much of the civilised world, the cadaver was the victim of a maniac. 

Sam, an amateur cricket player, had clearly been running his bath when the 
killer called. His clothes were on the bed and he had a bath towel wrapped round 
his waist. Pathologist report later on confirmed that the first fatal blow was at the 
back of his head. The other blows were probably done out of rage. 

Had the motive been revenge? Was it a burglary gone wrong? The evidence 
suggested the latter. Drawers were opened and the contents ransacked as if a thief 
had been searching for something valuable. His wallet was open. If it was robbery, 
why were his money, his gold watch and his I-phone not taken? Questions like 
these stimulate the mind of detectives like CJ Fairfield. There was nothing to point 
to the slaying of Sam Coleman than being other than a one off. Had he been 
watched and then followed home? There was no forced entry. Was there a girl 
friend involved? What about the mysterious phone call Detective Fairfield 
received? 

When the Police searched Sam’s flat, they discovered a wooden chest-box 
hidden underneath the floorboard. Amongst other things, they found a shoebox 
containing a number of wedding rings and wristwatches. One of the watches had 
the inscription “J love you forever.” They also found letters, photographs and a 
diary. Among the names listed in the diary was that of Mario and Petra Cini. One 
of the photographs was that of a cricket team, featuring both Sam and Mario 
standing next to each other. Parked down the road was a red-Volvo registered to 
Sam Coleman 


() n the evening of 15 June 2012, Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield had 
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Back at the station the Forensic team had been running comparison tests. 

‘Sergeant has the lab report on the Coleman’s finger prints arrived yet?’ 

“Yes Sir.’ Sergeant Becker replied. 

‘And...’ 

‘The fingerprints matched perfectly with that found on the door knob of 
Mario’s house.’ 

Inspector Fairfield thinking aloud: ‘If Sam Coleman murdered Mario Cini 
why did he wipe his finger prints off the cricket bat and did not do the same with 
the door knob?’ 

‘Maybe he left in a hurry and forgot, Sir,’ Sergeant Becker responded. 

‘Hmm, that must be it,’ the inspector conceded. ‘...but why would he want 
to kill Mario?’ 

“Well Sir, we know from our investigations that Sam was a small-time thief 
and he was also obsessed with Petra. Undoubtedly, he was angry when Mario took 
Petra away from him.’ Sergeant Becker surmised. 

‘That would certainly provide a motive,’ Inspector Fairfield admitted. “But 
I wonder...’ 

“You wonder what Sir?’ 

*...1s there a link between Sam Coleman and Enrico Swanson?’ Detective 
Fairfield thought aloud. 

‘None that we are aware of, Sir.’ 

After a brief pause the Inspector said, ‘if there is one, we better find it 
quick.’ 


Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield knew that the trial of Enrico Swanson 
versus Mario Cini was taking place at the Old Bailey and he had to inform the 
court of this latest development. 2 
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CHAPTER 8 


t 3pm on 16 June 2012 down at the Old Bailey, in Courtroom 1, the 

case of Enrico Swanson v/s Mario Cini was in session. Judge Michael 

Peterson was presiding. As it was a high profile case, security was tight. 
There was a huge crowd outside the courtroom. Inside, a tense audience was 
listening to the opening remarks of the crown prosecutor. Sitting in the dock was 
the accused - Enrico Swanson. To every question the crown prosecutor put to 
Enrico, he acquiesced. Thus confessing to a crime, he was accused of having 
committed. The chairman of the jury was about to give his verdict, when Detective 
Inspector CJ Fairfield entered the courtroom and handed a note to the presiding 
Judge. 

The Judge called a recess and asked the council for the prosecution and 
defence, including Inspector Fairfield to join him in his chamber. After five 
minutes or so, the Judge reopened the session, made his concluding remark, 
dismissed the case and told Enrico Swanson that he was a free man and he was free 
to go. There was a big cheer inside the courtroom, and the crowd outside watching 
on the big screen was cheering too. 

Enrico turned round and glanced at his wife and two sons who were sitting 
inside the Courtroom. Destiny Fairfield and Karina were also there. However, 
Enrico’s daughter Petra was absent. 

Enrico left the Courtroom, a free man again. On his way out, his wife and 
children were accompanying him to a waiting taxi. The crowd gathered outside 
cheered him, as if he had been their tennis idol. He elbowed his way through the 
crowd without heeding the presence of his fans. As they got to the taxi, he turned 
round and saw Destiny standing there. He hesitated for a moment, and then 
decided to walk to her. Enrico held her hands in his. He could hardly speak and in 
a low voice, he exchanged a few words, and then walked back to the taxi. 


CHAPTER 9 


e Fairfields, particularly Destiny, were pleased that Enrico was a free 
man. CJ was always a good judge of character, but could it be that he 
got this one wrong? After all he did have moments of doubts. When it 

looked like Enrico might be guilty, CJ had no hesitation in calling for his arrest. 
However, when new evidence came to light CJ was duty bound to inform the Court 
which led to Enrico’s release. Although the case against Enrico was closed, CJ’s 
work was still not finished. If Enrico Swanson did not kill Sam Coleman, then who 
did? Why did Sam have the names of both Mario Cini and Petra Cini listed in his 
diary? Who was that mystery woman who made the phone call to his office? Some 
of his investigations to-date, had already uncovered that Petra Cini (née Swanson) 
had a brief relationship with Sam and broke it off, why? Another thing was 
bothering CJ. He noticed that Petra was not in Court. Why? Surely, she would not 
have missed such an important trial! Detective Fairfield realised that there was 
alot to do and he could do with additional assistance. When Karina offered her 
help, he snapped at it. 

Karina Bishop used to work for the Gazette as a sport news reporter. 
Lovely Karina, although thirty-five, was full of life. She grew up in a family of 
cops. As the daughter to a retired police commissioner, she was used to living on 
edge. She was fearless. She was one of those types of women who know how to 
use their physical assets to get what they want. Whenever she rolled her big 
intelligent brown eyes, they had the effect of hypnotising people and making them 
talk. 

‘See what you can find out about Petra?’ Inspector Fairfield told Karina. 

‘Leave it with me,’ replied Karina as she shot off, keen to start on her fact 
finding mission. 

Destiny was feeling rather down. Although she was happy that Enrico has 
regained his freedom, she had hoped that her relationship with him would continue. 
She knew that Enrico’s marriage with Henrietta was failing and in a selfish sort of 
way, she wished that it continued to fail. However, as she had made a promise to 
Enrico that she would give him space so that he could try again to fix his marital 
problems, she was willing to wait for him forever. 

Karina had arranged to meet the headmaster of a primary school, a Mr Matt 
Woodburn and she did not want to be late. When Karina arrived, Mr Woodburn’s 
personal redheaded secretary greeted her. 

‘Tam Abisha. The headmaster is waiting for you,’ she said. 

‘Thank you, Abisha,’ Karina walked into the corner office. 

“You are late,’ Matt Woodburn grumbled. ‘I hope you do not mind the 
presence of Mr Oliver Smiley, he is my deputy head,’ he revealed. 

‘That’s okay with me.’ Karina shook their hands and sat down. 

Woodburn was a tall gray-haired man in his early fifties, with a grumpy, 
impatient manner, fuelled by a brilliant, restless mind. He wore unkempt suits that 
looked as if they had been slept in. He was in charge of a primary school for girls. 
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Oliver Smiley was in his sixties, with a friendly and open manner and a 
ready smile. 

Woodburn looked straight at Karina and said, ‘well miss...eh...’ 

‘Karina, Karina Bishop,’ the reporter reminded him, “but you can call me 
Karina.’ 

‘Thank you Karina. What can we do for you?’ 

‘Thank you for seeing me at such short notice.’ 

“You told me on the phone that this was about Mrs Cini?’ 

“Yes, I wanted...’ 

‘Poor woman, are you doing a story on her, Karina?’ 

“Well, I...’ 

His voice hardened. ‘Can’t you journalists let that poor woman grieve in 
peace? I am glad someone killed that no good son of a bitch Sam Coleman.’ 


Karina sat there in shock. Oliver Smiley looked embarrassed. Karina knew 
she had to control her temper. She never expected Woodburn to react in that 
manner. 

Karina determined not to be deterred said, ‘I know that Mrs Cini is one of 
your employees and you feel her loss and you are quite right that Sam Coleman did 
not have a good history; still finding who murdered him is the reason we have a 
justice system in this country. 

No one has the right to take the law in his or her own hands. Anything you 
can tell me will be much appreciated.’ 

“Woodburn leaned forward.’ I do not know what you are after, but I can tell 
you this, Mrs. Cini is a dedicated teacher. When she was thinking of eloping to 
marry Cini, we talked at length. All she wanted was to marry the person she loved 
and be happy thereafter. What happened to her husband is a tragedy I can’t even 
begin to comprehend.’ His face was tight. 

Oliver Smiley had a slightly different view on the matter. Like the reporter, 
he felt that finding out who murdered Sam Coleman was a worthy cause, 
regardless of his records. 

‘Sam Coleman was known as a petty criminal thief, but why he decided to 
murder Mario Cini is still a mystery!’ Smiley said. 

‘Too right,’ Karina nodded in agreement. Turning to Smiley, she asked, ‘do 
you have anything you would like to contribute?’ 

‘Nothing really, except to say that Mario Cini was an excellent cricketer. I 
only know that because my daughter used to talk about him a lot as she often 
accompanied Petra to watch him play. I don’t know how significant this is.” Smiley 
concluded. 

Karina stared a moment at both of them. She could see she was not going to 
get any more information from them. She rose from her seat. ‘Thank you both very 
much’ she said, and strode out of the office. 

Abisha hurried after her. ‘I'll show you out.’ 

In the corridor, Karina took a deep breath and, referring to Woodburn, 
asked angrily, ‘is he always like that?’ 

‘Like what?’ Abisha asked. 
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‘He is not very friendly, is he?’ 

Abisha sighed. ‘I apologize for him. He can be a little abrupt. He doesn’t 
mean anything by it. He has always had a soft spot for Mrs. Cini. He used to 
encourage his son to befriend her, before she was married of course. 

‘Really?’ Karina replied in a curious voice. 

As Abisha was turning away, Karina touched her shoulder. ‘Wait, I would 
like to talk to you. It is twelve o’clock. Could we have lunch somewhere?’ 

Abisha glanced toward the headmaster’s office door. ‘All right. Gaston’s 
café on the High street in an hour?’ 

‘Great. Thank you.’ 

‘Don’t thank me too soon, Miss Bishop.’ 


An hour later, Karina was waiting for Abisha when the latter walked into 
the half-deserted cafeteria. Abisha stood in the doorway for a moment making sure 
there was no one she knew in the restaurant, and then she joined Karina at the 
table. 

‘Mr Woodburn would most probably give me the sack if he knew I was 

talking to you. He is a fine man. He is very proud of his school.’ She 

hesitated. ‘I’m afraid he hates the press.’ 

‘I gathered that,’ Karina said deprecatingly. 

‘Let me make something clear to you Miss Bishop. This conversation is 
completely off the record.’ 

‘Sure.’ 

Karina put her recorder away. They picked up a tray and selected their 
food. When they sat down again, Abisha said, ‘I don’t want you to get the wrong 
impression of our school. We are the good guys. We work very hard to help these 
underprivileged children. 

‘I appreciate that,’ Karina replied. 

‘What can I tell you about Sam Coleman, or Billy Liar, as I prefer to call 
him?’ 

Karina said, “All I have got so far is that he was a devil. I am sure that the 
man must have had good points.’ 

‘He did,’ Abisha Simpson admitted. Let me tell you the good thing then. 
More than anyone I have ever known, Billy Liar was a very sensitive and loving 
guy.’ She paused. ‘I mean really loving. However, he suffered from mood swings 
and occasional rage.’ She stopped. 

Karina said, ‘Please continue.’ 

Abisha said reluctantly, Billy, despite his bad points, was a magnet for 
women. I would not call him handsome, myself, but he was charismatic. He was a 
kind of guy who knew how to charm a woman to bed. Most women found him 
irresistible.’ She went on: ‘every now and then Billy...slipped. He had a few 
affairs but one of them was more than a one-night stand. When the relationship 
ended, he was hurt. I mean really hurt. He felt frustrated and rejected. He was 
obsessed with her and he tried winning her back several times but she would not 
have it.’ 

Karina leaning forward, asked, ‘Who was she?’ 
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‘Don’t you know?’ Abisha looked surprise. 

‘Who?’ Karina repeated. 

‘Mrs Cini, of course.’ 

“You mean she was cheating on her husband?’ 

‘No, nothing of that sort. This all happened before she married Mario. 
Mario and Billy used to play cricket together. Then they had a fall out just before 
Mario enlisted in the army.’ 

‘A fall out. About what?’ Karina asked. 

‘I don’t know really. But I think it was over Mrs. Cini,’ replied Abisha. 

‘Miss Simpson, do you think...’ 

Before Karina could finish her question, Abisha put down her fork. ‘What?’ 

‘Sam or Billy as you call him must have had a jealous grudge against 
Mario?’ 

‘Billy killed Mario, isn’t it?’ Abisha retorted. She glanced at her watch, and 
added, ‘Gosh, look at the time. I must get back. Besides, I think I have said too 
much already.’ 

Abisha Simpson stood up and she was gone. Karina sat there, thinking 
about what she had just heard and wondered if the murderer of Sam Coleman 
(AKA Billy Liar), could have been carried out by a woman. 

When Karina got back, she told inspector Fairfield about her luncheon chat 
with Miss Simpson. 

‘Did you find out why Mrs. Cini jilted Sam?’ CJ asked. 

‘Sorry, CJ, she did not say. But what she did say is that Sam was a 
womaniser.’ 

CJ reflected for a moment, then remarked, ‘very illuminating.’ Looking at 
Karina, he added, ‘we know that both Sam and Mario played cricket together and 
curiously they were both killed with a cricket bat in their home. We know the killer 
used a cricket bat to kill Mario, and it was abandoned at the crime scene leaving 
behind no finger prints on the bat except for the one found on the front door knob.’ 
After a pause, ‘but who would use a cricket bat to kill Sam?’ ‘Surely it could not 
be the work of an angry wife?’ CJ thought aloud. 

‘Petra Cini certainly had a motive, so why not?’, Karina said. 

‘Why not indeed?’ CJ retorted. 

Karina looked at CJ and said, ‘I remember you mentioning before that 
when you entered Sam’s flat, you sneezed a couple of times.’ 

“Yes I did, didn’t I?’ CJ replied. ‘I think I will have another chat with Mrs. Petra 
Cini. What’s your plan for this afternoon?’ 
‘T got a 3 o’clock appointment with my hair dresser.’ Karina said with a smile. 2 


CHAPTER 10 


s. Petra Cini lived in a modest duplex apartment in China town. 
Detective Fairfield decided to pay her another visit. 
‘Thank you for seeing me,’ detective Fairfield said. 


‘I am not exactly sure why I am seeing you detective. You said on the 
phone it was something about Mario.’ 

‘Yes.’ CJ Fairfield chose his words carefully. ‘I do not mean to pry in your 
personal life, but as you and Mario were married, I’m sure you probably knew him 
better than any one else.’ 

‘Td like to think so.’ 

‘I'd love to know a little more about him, what he was really like.’ 

Mrs Cini thought for a moment. Then in a soft voice she said, ‘Mario was like no 
other man I have ever known. He loved life. He was kind and thoughtful of others. 
He made me laugh. He was always cracking jokes. As you already know we had 
not been married for long.’ She paused. ‘When Mario was killed, I felt as though 
my life was over.’ She looked at the detective and said quietly, ‘I still feel that 
way.’ 

‘I’m sorry,’ Inspector Fairfield said. ‘I noticed you were not at the trial of 
your father, Enrico?’ 

‘I don’t think my father would have wanted me there,’ she replied instantly. 

‘I am sure you already know my father did not approve of my relationship 

with Mario.’ 

Inspector Fairfield grinned and said, ‘I hate to press this, but in a previous 
interview you said your husband did not have any enemies?’ 

Mrs Cini looked at the detective with tears in her eyes. ‘If you had known 
him, you would not have asked me that question. Nevertheless, I am glad you 
found the maniac. Sam got what he deserved.’ 

“You sound like you knew him, did you?’ 

Mrs Cini hesitated for a moment and then said: ‘Before I met Mario, I went 
out with him a few times and then finished with him.’ 

‘Why?’ 

Looking at the detective, Mrs Cini frowned, ‘why what?’ After a pause she 
said, ‘why I broke up with Sam you mean?’ 


Inspector Fairfield nodded. 

‘He was too much of a womaniser for my liking.’ 

‘Did Mario know you had a relationship with Sam?’ 

Mrs. Cini looked down and a moment later, in a low voice she said, “yes, 
they played cricket together, once or twice.’ 

‘Oh! Where?’ 

‘At Ashford cricket ground,’ she responded. 

The Inspector tried to sound casual. ‘Could you write the address down for 
me?’ 
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‘Sure.’ 

While Mrs Cini was writing the address, Inspector Fairfield commented, 
‘isn’t that interesting?’ 

“What is?’ 

“You are left handed.’ 

Mrs Cini looked at him, shifted the pen into her right hand. While 
continuing to write she said, ‘and right-handed.’ After a pause she added, ‘I am 
ambidextrous, Inspector.’ She folded the paper and gave it to the Inspector. 

As soon as Inspector Fairfield had stepped out of the door, he stopped and 
turned round, ‘just one more question, have you ever been in Sam’s flat?’ 

Avoiding the detective’s eyes, Mrs. Cini said emphatically, ‘No.’ 

‘Thank you for your time.’ 
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Before returning to his office, Inspector Fairfield went to see Douglas. 
Douglas Pritchard was in-charge of the forensic team assisting with the case. He is 
a tall, tan, and smart looking, around 45. He took his work seriously, but was 
always complaining that he was overworked and underpaid. 

Douglas heard the door open. He looked up and saw Inspector Fairfield. 

‘Hello Inspector, what can I do for you?’ 

‘Is that forensic test result ready yet?’ the Inspector asked. 

‘Here you are in triplicate.’ 


The report confirmed that whoever wrote on the mirror was left-handed. 

Looking at Douglas, Inspector Fairfield asked, ‘did you find a match for the 
fingerprint?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Here check this out.’ 


The Inspector handed Douglas the A4 paper on which Mrs. Cini wrote the 
address. 

As the Inspector was leaving he said in a sarcastic voice, ‘I know you are 
overworked, but could you please make this your number one priority?’ 

Douglas looked at the inspector, shook his head sideways and mumbled to 
himself, ‘Everyone wants their work in a hurry.’ 


Inspector Fairfield felt he had had enough for one day; he jumped into his 
car and drove home, where Karina and Destiny were waiting for him to take them 
to the concert that evening. 

Thirty minutes later the inspector was nearly home when his cell phone 
rang. He pressed the telephone icon on his SatNav to answer the call. 

‘Hello?’ 

‘Hello, CJ. Where are you?’ 
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‘’m on my way, Karina.’ 

“We do not want to be late for the concert.’ 
‘Don’t worry. I'll be there in ten minutes.’ 
“We are ready and waiting. Bye’ 

‘See you.’ 2 
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CHAPTER 11 


hen CJ Fairfield arrived home after a full day at the office, he was 

not surprised to find both his girl friend Karina and his sister 

Destiny dressed and looked impatient. After a quick bite and a 
shower, off they went, to the Royal Opera House as arranged. The Opera House, 
originally called the Theatre Royal, situated at Convent Garden, Central London 
was packed. They had gone to watch Swan Lake. The music was wonderful. The 
dance was fantastic. The first part flew by swiftly. As the light came for the 
intermission, CJ made his way to the bar to get a drink for himself and his 
companions. As he approached the bar to place an order, he saw Mrs. Cini standing 
with a coke in her hand. She looked gorgeous in her beautiful long pink chiffon 
evening dress with matching earrings and lipstick. Inspector Fairfield suddenly felt 
the need to sneeze. He quickly took his handkerchief out of his pocket and covered 
his mouth and nose. 

After a moment, he turned to Mrs. Cini and said, ‘sorry for that.’ 

‘Not to worry,’ she replied. 

‘I didn’t know you were interested in Ballet?’ the Inspector commented. 

‘Here you are, you can never tell.’ She smiled. 

“You can’t indeed.’ The Inspector looked at her suspiciously. ‘If you don’t 
mind my asking what is that perfume you are wearing’. 

‘Kiss Me Quick,’ she leaned forward and whispered in his ear. 

Feeling somewhat embarrassed, the Inspector with a smile on his face 
responded, ‘Mrs. Cini, behave yourself. Are you sure it is coke that you are 
drinking?’ 

‘No, the perfume is called Kiss Me Quick,’ she answered with a giggle. 

The Inspector looked at her, ‘I must buy it for my girl friend for her 
birthday.’ He then picked up three tubs of ice cream and went back to his seat. 
After ten minutes, the lights started to flash. It was time for the second part of the 
show. The second part was enchanting but CJ’s mind kept flashing back to the case 
that was preoccupying his time. When the show ended, and they were in the car 
and everyone was quiet. Besides being attractive and intelligent, Karina could 
sense that something was troubling CJ. 

Karina turned to CJ and asked, ‘is everything all right dear?’ 

CJ said, ‘are either of you two ladies familiar with the perfume ‘Kiss Me 
Quick’”?’ 

‘Yes. It’s a lady’s perfume.’ Destiny replied. 

Turning to Karina, CJ asked, ‘well, could one of you two get me a small sample 
tomorrow?’ 

‘So we have turned kinky now, have we?’ Karina remarked in cheeky voice. 


Suddenly, CJ’s cell phone started to ring. It was Douglas. They chatted for 
a couple of minutes. 
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The next morning, it was Friday 29 June 2012, as soon as Inspector 
Fairfield got to his office; Douglas came in and said, ‘Guess what?’ 

‘What?’ 

“You know the piece of paper you gave me for analysis. The handwriting is 
more or less similar with that found on the mirror in Sam Coleman’s bathroom.’ 
After a pause he added, ‘There is more’. 

‘There is?’ 

“We compared the voice print on the interview tape of Mrs. Cini after her 
husband was killed, with that of the mystery caller who rang you on the day Sam 
was murdered and they match.’ Douglas, looking pleased with himself added, ‘I 
think you should read my full report. I will send it to you later on this afternoon,’ 
and he walked out. 


After reading the report, Detective Inspector Fairfield wondered if he 
finally had his man, or more accurately the woman who murdered Sam Coleman. 
He lost no time and headed back to Mrs. Cini’s house. The latter was shocked to 
see the inspector with two police officers. ‘What’s the matter Inspector?’ she 
asked. 

“Can we come inside please?’ 

‘Yes, of course.’ 

‘Mrs Cini we are here to arrest you for the murder of Sam Coleman.’ 

“What? Are you crazy? I didn’t kill Sam Coleman,’ she protested loudly. 

‘I advise you that anything you say will be taken down and could be used in 
evidence against you in court,’ Sergeant Becker told her in a serious tone of voice. 


Addressing Mrs Cini, Inspector Fairfield said, ‘you told me you have never 
been to Sam Coleman’s flat, but on the evening he was killed we have evidence to 
prove that you were there. At some point, you both kissed. We found the same 
colour lipstick you were wearing when you were at the theatre, on the collar of 
Sam’s shirt. When we’ll compare your lipstick and test a sample of your saliva 
with that found on Sam Coleman’s shirt, I have no doubt they would match. You 
both went to his flat, and while he was about to take a shower, you picked up one 
of his cricket bats out of the rack and bashed his head senseless. You then plunged 
the forefinger of your left hand in the pool of blood rushing out from his cracked 
skull and scribbled on the mirror. You turned his flat upside down to make it 
looked like an intruder has been there. You were careful enough to wipe your 
fingerprints off the bat and everywhere you had touched and rushed down the 
street and called my office, but you forgot to wipe your finger print off the 
telephone.’ Looking at the police officers, Inspector Fairfield said,’ take her away’. 


As Mrs. Cini was being escorted to the police car, she turned to Inspector 
Fairfield and asked, ‘what led you to me?’ 
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“Your perfume! 
‘My perfume?’ Mrs Cini repeated. 
“Yes. You see, I happen to be allergic to Kiss Me Quick.’ 
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Back at the Swanson’s residence, Henrietta and Enrico had been trying hard 
to get their lives back on track. The days up to the end of Enrico’s trial had put 
added stress on the family. The absence of Petra at the trial was hurtful to Enrico 
but not wanting to make anything of it, he pushed it out of his mind. One person, 
however, he was having difficulty pushing out of his mind was Destiny Fairfield. 
Having promised himself that he would give his failing marriage another chance, 
he had arranged a trip away from it all in the hope that that would put the romance 
back into their lives. 

After packing everything they needed, Mr and Mrs Swanson had flown to 
Rome for the weekend. Each city has its own history. Henrietta had not been in 
Rome since she left it after she got married to Enrico. Landing at the Leonardo da 
Vinci Airport triggered a host of memories. She remembered how when Enrico 
was courting her, they explored together the Coliseum, where the Christians had 
been thrown to the lions. 

Both she and Enrico had visited the Vatican, and the Spanish steps, and he 
had thrown coins into the Trevi fountain, wishing that his romance with Henrietta 
would last forever. When his marriage began to fail, he felt that the fountain had 
betrayed him. He had sat with Henrietta and watch a performance of Othello at the 
Teatro dell’Opera di Roma. An evening he never forgot. Enrico adored Rome, the 
birthplace of Henrietta. Henrietta had always wanted to marry an Italian, but 
changed her mind when she met Enrico. Who would have thought he would return 
here after many years to rekindle his love with his one and only love, Henrietta. 

They checked in at Villa Spalletti Trivelli round about 3 o’clock in the 
afternoon. ‘Buon giorno, Mr and Mrs Swanson,’ the hotel manager greeted them. 
‘It is a great privilege for us to have you staying with us. Looking at Henrietta, the 
manager said, ‘I understand you will be here for two nights?’ 

Henrietta glanced at Enrico and then turned to the hotel manager, and said, 
yes.’ 

He smiled. ‘Great. We have a beautiful suite for you. If there is anything 
we can do for you, just ask.’ 

Rome is such a beautiful place. It was the perfect place to experience the 
Eternal City. The Villa is a century-old and was formerly the private home of an 
aristocratic family. The room was characterised by a balance of classicism with 
contemporary comfort. The atmosphere was tranquil and alluring. As Enrico led 
Henrietta into the bedroom, they found the bed covered with handmade pure linen 
sheets. Enrico took Henrietta in his arms. He reached behind her, curved his hands 
around her lips, stroke her softly and gently. He started to undress her. 

‘Do you know you have a great body?’ 


‘ 
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‘I have been told that,’ Henrietta said. ‘Are you planning to get undressed?’ 

‘I’m wondering if I should.’ 

‘Henrietta moved up against him and started to unbuttoned his shirt. 

‘Do you know you are seductive?’ 

She smiled. “You bet.’ 

When Enrico finished undressing, Henrietta was in bed waiting for him. 
She warmed herself in his arms. He was a wonderful lover, sensual and caring. 

‘I love you so much,’ Henrietta whispered. 

‘I love you too, my darling.’ Enrico replied and added, ‘Welcome home.’ 


As Enrico reached to kiss her, a cell phone rang. 
“Yours or mine?’ 


They laughed. It rang again. 

‘Mine,’ Enrico said. ‘Let it ring.’ 

‘It might be important,’ Henrietta said. 

‘Oh, Okay.’ Enrico sat up, peeved. He picked up his cell phone. ‘Hello?’ 
His voice changed. ‘No, it’s all right.... Speak.’ 

Enrico turned to Henrietta and mimed, ‘its Marco.’ Marco revealed, ‘Petra 
has been arrested.’ 


Enrico was stunned. For a moment, he said nothing and then thanked his 
son and cut off. 

It is very late at night for Marco to be calling, Henrietta thought. ‘Don’t tell 
me he is missing us already?’ 

‘Not really. Marco said that Petra has been arrested.’ 

‘Arrested?’ 

‘She is locked up at the police station.’ 


They dressed in a hurry and picked up the first plane they could get and 
returned home. When they arrived home, Marco and Dino helped them to carry 
their suitcases indoors. 

Marco told his dad, ‘a woman calling herself Destiny rang a few times. She 
would not say what it was about.’ 

Enrico gave both his sons a hug and then went upstairs to his study. He 
closed the door and made a phone call to Destiny. He then made another phone call 
to Jeffrey - the family lawyer. After a few minutes, Enrico came out of his study 
and drove his family to the Police Station that was holding Petra. After an hour 
drive, they reached Ashford Police Station. 

Petra was sitting down on a bench inside one of the police cells. As she saw 
her parents, her eyes filled with tears, she got up and approached the iron bars, 
‘please get me out of here dad.’ 

‘Jeffrey is on his way. He will see what can be done.’ Both Henrietta and 
Enrico reassured their daughter. 

The Swanson family sat silent, speechless, waiting impatiently for the 
arrival of Jeffrey Wilson. After two hours, Jeffrey entered the police station. He 
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shook hands with Mr and Mrs Swanson and apologized for keeping them waiting 
for so long. A police officer accompanied him to the cell where they were holding 
Petra. Jeffrey went inside the cell. After fifteen minutes, he came out. 

Jeffrey walked to the Swansons and said, ‘The case against your daughter 
seems air-tight. I am afraid she will have to stay here. In the morning, I will do 
what is necessary to bail her out.’ 

After kissing goodbye to Petra, they drove home. What started as a 
weekend of romance for Enrico and Henrietta had turned out to be yet another 
endless day of worries. 

When the Crown court eventually heard the case against Petra, a jury of 
twelve found her guilty of second-degree murder and gave her a mandatory 
sentence of life imprisonment. However, with good behaviour there was a 
possibility of parole after a minimum period of 15 years. When the jury gave their 
verdict she protested, and kept saying she was innocent. In jail, she was terrified of 
being attacked. Enrico was the only person in the courtroom who protested that his 
daughter was innocent and he continued to argue that someone else killed Sam 
Coleman but made it looked like it was his daughter who did it. He began to 
campaign to have his daughter’s case reviewed with a view of getting the verdict 
overturned. 

Soon after, Enrico and Henrietta had split with each other. They had sold 
the family home and divided the proceeds. Henrietta did not want to stay in the UK 
any more so she went back to her homeland, Rome. 

Marco and Dino had married and had homes and families of their own. 

One Christmas, while Destiny was in town shopping, she saw Enrico 
gazing at the shop windows. She walked up to him, tapped him on the shoulder and 
said, ‘Hello stranger.’ 

Enrico turned round. He was surprised to see Destiny looking as beautiful 
as ever. He stared at her for a moment, and then said, ‘How are you?’ 

Looking straight into his eyes she replied, ‘I am fine, and you?’ 

‘I am fine too.’ 

Enrico could not take his eyes off her. ‘Eh...’ he hesitated for a moment 
then he said, ‘I was going for a coffee, do you fancy one?’ 

‘I don’t mind if I do,’ she replied. 

The streets were crowded with shoppers. Buskers were playing their guitars 
and people were throwing coins in their baskets. They managed to squeeze past 
and found a small café. They took a seat near the window. 

‘What would you like to have?’ the young Chinese waitress asked. 

‘A pot of tea, please,’ Enrico replied. 

‘Anything else, Sir?’ 

Enrico glanced at Destiny, then turned to the waitress and said, ‘that’s all 
thank you.’ 

They looked at each other for a moment. They have not seen or talked to 
each other since Enrico’s trial. Each one trying to think what the other was 
thinking. Destiny finally plucked up the courage and asked Enrico, ‘How is your 
wife?’ 

‘She is fine.’ 
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Destiny got the distinct feeling that Enrico was being economical with the 
truth, but she did not want to press so she replied, ‘That’s good.’ 

After a moment of silence, Destiny asked, ‘still working in the same place?’ 

“You mean at the City Council?’ 


Destiny nodded. 
‘No, I quit that job. I am now a Senior Lecturer at the university,’ Enrico 
told her. 


He kept looking at her beautiful blue eyes, her curved lips and most 
strikingly the little dimple that kept appearing each time her mouth opened. For a 
moment it looked like as if they had ran out of questions, but they were content to 
simply sat there and admire each other. 

After they had drunk their tea, they stood up, and said goodbye to each 
other. As they came out of the coffee shop, Destiny turned right whilst Enrico 
veered left. They walked a few distance. They turned round, took a long look at 
each other, then ran into each other’s arms and embraced each other. They walked 
down the high street with their arms round each other’s waist. As they passed a 
jeweller’s shop, Destiny stopped, looked at Enrico and started to gaze at the 
beautiful diamond rings displayed in the shop window. She saw one that she liked 
and pointed it to Enrico. 

‘Do you really want to get involved with ‘a wreckage’ like me?’ Enrico 
asked. In a confident voice, she replied ‘I am willing to take that chance, if you 
are.” 2 
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CHAPTER 12 


nrico had just returned from Holloway prison where he went to visit 

Petra. The latter was distraught and begged her father to get her out 

of there. She insisted to her dad that she did not murder Sam 
Coleman. 

‘How did your lipstick get on his shirt?’ Enrico asked. 

‘I had been out with him the day he was killed. We had a drink and a chat 
in a café. As we walked out of the café, he told me that he still loved me and 
wanted me back. He put his arms around me and tried to kiss me. I fought him off. 
He got angry and told me that he would kill Mario again, if that would bring me 
closer to him.’ Petra sobbed. 

‘Then what happened?’ 

‘I said, “so you are the one who killed Mario?” He didn’t deny it.’ 

‘I told him to leave me alone. He insisted that I went with him to his flat. 
As we got there, he told me to make myself at home whilst he had a shower. I felt 
parched, so I helped myself with a glass of water. I did not really want to be there. 
As he got into the bathroom, I sneaked out of his flat leaving the door slightly ajar. 
I noticed a telephone booth down the road. I called the police station to talk to 
detective Fairfield. I wanted to tell him that Sam Coleman killed my husband, but 
he was not in his office. I put the phone down, I jump into a taxi and went straight 
home.’ 


Suddenly a bell started to ring. 
A police officer shouted: ‘Visiting time is over. All visitors leave now.’ 


Enrico had never been satisfied with the way, the family lawyer - Jeffrey 
Wilson had handled Petra’s case. As soon as he got home, he called his son Marco 
but got his answer phone instead. He left a message for him to call back, and sat 
down to catch up with the news on TV. Fifteen minutes later, there was a knock at 
the door. 

It was Destiny. ‘I thought I would pop in and see how your visit to the 
prison went.’ She said. 

‘It was informative. Petra is not enjoying her time in prison. I truly believe 
she is innocent, you know!’ 

“Your lawyer Jeffrey Wilson worked hard to defend her case. Don’t forget 
there was a unanimous verdict of guilty from 12 jurors!’ Destiny reminded Enrico. 

‘True, but that was based on the evidence presented by the prosecutor.’ 
Enrico retorted. 

“What are you saying Enrico?’ 

Enrico looked straight at Destiny and replied, ‘Well, I just have this feeling 
that something is not quite right here. Let’s call it a father’s intuition.’ 

“You know I will support you in anyway possible.’ 

‘I know that Destiny.’ 
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Destiny walked closer to Enrico and put her arms around him and said, 
“both CJ and I are very concerned about you.’ 

Enrico pulled himself away and said, ‘How is my old friend CJ?’ Without 
waiting for a response from Destiny, he added sarcastically, ‘he is no doubt 
working hard on his next case I suppose!’ 

Destiny ignored that remark and said ‘I’m leaving for London in the 
morning.’ 

“What’s up?’ Enrico asked. 

‘Karina has invited me to accompany her to look at a painting she’s 
interested in.’ 

“What time do you leave?’ Enrico asked. 

“At 10 AM and we would like you to come with us.’ 

“You know, I know nothing about painting.’ 

‘It’s your company that we want most.’ 

They had chosen a beautiful day to go to London. For a change, the weather 
was nice. They arrived at the reception of Berkeley’s, the manager - Marcus 
Wareing was there to greet them. ‘It’s a pleasure to have you back, Miss Bishop.’ 

Karina Bishop addressing Marcus said, ‘meet Miss Fairfield and Mr 
Swanson.’ 

“Welcome Miss. Welcome to you too sir.’ Then turning to Miss Karina 
Bishop, Marcus said, ‘I’ll take you to your suite. By the way, we have several 
messages for you.’ 


The Berkeley, set in fashionable Knightsbridge, is one of the leading five 
star hotels in London contained within a relaxed and contemporary setting. It 
provides 2-Michelin starred dining; a rooftop pool and a luxury spa. The suites 
were lovely. They marry comfort, style, with stunning design. There were 
champagne and hors d’oeuvres in the room by courtesy of the management. 

The following morning they all went to the Flying Colours Gallery in 
Chelsea and it had been showing some of the finest contemporary art for over 
twenty years. Founded in Scotland the London art gallery promotes both emerging 
British talent and established names. Works range in price from £500 to £30,000. 
The London art exhibition features a breadth of work from figurative art to 
landscape paintings. 

Whilst walking around in the gallery, Karina was surprised to bump into 
Miss Abisha Simpson. 

‘Fancy meeting you here Miss Simpson.’ 

‘It is a small world.’ Abisha replied. 

‘It is indeed.” Karina retorted. 

While chatting with Abisha, Karina noticed that she was wearing a familiar 
perfume. Pretending she did not know what it was, she said ‘I love your perfume 
Abisha. I must get it. What is it called?’ 

‘Kiss Me Quick’ Abisha replied. 

Karina frowned. ‘Where did you buy it ... if you don’t mind my asking?’ 

‘I didn’t, it was given to me.’ 

‘Given to you?’ 
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‘Sam gave it to me as a gift.’ 

‘Sam gave it to you?’ 

Abisha could see the strange look on Karina’s face, which bothered her a 
bit. She said, ‘Yes Sam Coleman. Surely you could not have forgotten him 
already?’ 

‘Of course not!’ Karina grinned. ‘I just did not realise you knew him that 
well!’ 

“Anyway, it’s nice meeting you Miss Bishop. Bye now.’ 

‘Bye.’ 


Karina took a lingering look at Abisha as she walked away. Unknown to 
her, Abisha was in fact the ex-girlfriend of Sam Coleman. Sam had jilted her when 
he started going out with Petra Swanson (AKA Mrs Petra Cini) and he became 
obsessed with her. 

They continued to look around the gallery for a few more minutes and then 
the trio left the Flying Colours Gallery and went back to their hotel for supper. 
After supper, the two women had tickets to take Enrico to watch Giselle, a 
romantic ballet produced by Peter Wright, at the Royal Opera House, but Karina 
was not in the mood. She had other pressing business on her mind. Destiny decided 
to take Enrico, leaving Karina to answer all her messages. 

The Opera House was full. Destiny purchased two programmes from the 
usher. After they had sat down, Destiny handed Enrico a programme. With great 
interest, they watched Peter Wright’s production of Marius Petipa’s classic tale of 
betrayal, supernatural spirits and love that transcends death. At times Enrico could 
not concentrate as he kept wondering when Marco would return his call. Since 
Marco Swanson went to the Bar as a criminal lawyer, he was getting more and 
more difficult to reach. He had become notorious in not answering phone calls 
promptly and his answering machine was always full, thus preventing the 
recording of incoming messages. 

When the show was over, Destiny and Enrico made their way back to the 
hotel. Early next morning Enrico received the long awaited call from Marco. 

“Hi dad, what’s up?’ 

‘Good to hear from you at long last son.’ Enrico said. 

Marco in an apologetic tone replied, ‘I’m sorry dad I only just picked up your 
message.’ 

‘I went to visit your sister in Holloway prison three days ago...’ 

Marco interrupted, ‘How is she?’ 

‘Not good son. I got her to talk to me and I got some information that I 
would like to discuss with you in person.’ Enrico said. 

“Can you wait until Saturday?’ 

‘Saturday would be fine, son.’ Enrico replied. 


When Enrico had finished talking to Marco, he accompanied Destiny to 
Karina’s suite and they sat down to enjoy a cooked English breakfast. 

Looking at Karina, Enrico asked, ‘who was that pretty girl you were talking 
to at the gallery?’ 
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“You fancy her do you?’ Destiny jealously remarked. 

‘No just curious.’ 

‘That was Abisha. She works at the same school your daughter used to 
work.’ 

‘She did not look like a teacher to me.’ 

‘She is the personal secretary of Mr Matt Woodburn, the headmaster. We 
met a while ago when I went to interview the headmaster.’ 

‘Did you interview her too?’ Enrico asked. 

‘That was never the plan, but yes she did offer me some information on the 
case.’ 


Karina did not feel comfortable to talk more about it as she wanted to 
discuss things with CJ first and Enrico could sense that, and he did not pursue that 
line of questioning any further. 

Once breakfast was over, they decided to enjoy some of the facilities 
available in the hotel. To loosen their muscles they indulged in a few rounds of 
squash. After lunch, they spent twenty minutes or so in the spa, took a shower then 
made their way back to Ashford. 

As soon as Karina arrived home late that afternoon, she found CJ sitting in 
the lounge. She could not wait to tell CJ about the perfume that Abisha was 
wearing and the content of their conversation. Both Destiny and CJ were taken 
aback. 

A horrified Destiny asked, ‘is it possible that we have...’ 

‘... No we could not’ CJ interrupted. ‘All available pieces of evidence were 
carefully scrutinized. We must not forget that 12 jurors returned a unanimous 
verdict of guilty on Mrs Cini.’ 

‘On evidence presented to them.’ Destiny refuted instantly. 

‘I think I should quiz Abisha a bit more.’ Karina said. 

‘Good idea Karina.’ CJ replied. ‘And do make sure you carry out a 
thorough background check on her too please.’ 

“Will do CJ.’ 


Enrico could not wait for the weekend to come so that he could discuss 
with Marco what was bothering him. He felt a little bad that he did not give 
Destiny his full attention. He wanted to ring her to apologize, but then changed his 
mind. He tried to convince himself that Destiny would understand, but it was of no 
use. He kept seeing her face, hearing her voice, feeling her soft hand caressing his 
face. He reached for his cell phone and found that the battery had run down. He 
walked towards the docking station, plugged his cell phone, and then went into the 
kitchen to make a cup of ovaltine. 

Early the next morning, Dino telephoned. 

‘Hi dad, I missed you. How was London?’ 

‘Fine,’ Enrico said carefully. ‘Just fine my son.’ 


When they had finished talking, Enrico sat at his desk daydreaming about 
Destiny. For a long time he had been thinking of taking her to the Musikverein in 
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Vienna to listen to the Vienna Philharmonic Orchestra performing live. He had 
been there once with Henrietta and they had a good time. He was not sure how 
tasteful it would be to go there again, this time with Destiny. Suddenly the phone 
rang. 

“Where are you, Mr Swanson?’ the voice on the other end of the line asked. 
It was Jeffrey Wilson’s secretary wanting to know why Enrico Swanson had not 
kept his appointment. 

‘I’m on my way. I should be there in 20 minutes.’ 


38 2K 


Down at the Chatham primary school Abisha Simpson was waiting for 
Karina when she walked into the office. 

“Youare late.’ Abisha said. ‘We had a one o’clock meeting that...’ 

‘I’m sorry I got caught up in traffic. Is there somewhere private we can go 
where we are not going to be interrupted?’ 

‘Sure. Follow me.’ 


Abisha got up and led Karina to a private room down the bottom of the 
corridor. After almost an hour of questioning, Karina terminated her recorded 
interview. As she was making her way out she saw Mr. Oliver Smiley at the far 
end of the corridor making his way towards her. Pretending she had not seen him, 
she ushered herself out of the building. As she was driving away, Mr Smiley raised 
his hand asking her to stop the car. 

Oliver approached the car, looking very officious he said, ‘did you know 
your left indicator light is not working?’ 

‘No I didn’t.’ 

‘There is a "Quick Fix" garage down the road. Just turn right at the gate and 
it is a three-minute drive. I suggest you get it fix immediately.’ Oliver said. 


Karina grinned, said thank you and drove off. She took Oliver’s good 
advice seriously and went straight to the car garage. The receptionist was an 
attractive blonde-haired woman in her thirties named Laura. She looked up as 
Karina walked in and she recognised her immediately. 

‘Hi, you are a reporter, aren’t you?’ 

‘I’m Karina Bishop...’ 

‘That’s right I have seen you on TV a few times. We don’t often have a 
celebrity here.’ She smiled. ‘Well, what can we do for you?’ 

‘My left indicator light is not working,’ Karina replied. 

‘T’ll have someone look at it for you immediately. Take a seat.’ 


It was not a very huge place. There were intermittent noises of drills and 
banging coming from the workshop. Karina picked up a chocolate drink from the 
vending machine and sat down. 


‘So what brought you into this area Miss bishop?’ 

‘I came to see someone in the school down the road.’ Karina answered. 

‘That’s a very nice school. I know almost everyone who works there.’ 
Laura said. 

‘Is that so? I bet you can’t tell me anything about Miss Simpson?’ Karina 
said flippantly. 

‘Wrong. Abisha Simpson is a very nice girl but she has changed a lot. She 
used to be quite outgoing until she got involved with that Sam Coleman.’ 

Karina frowned. ‘What do you mean?’ 

“Well, she was very much in love with him. She adored him. That rat 
cheated on her and dumped her.’ 

“You said she has changed, in what way?’ Karina was curious. 

‘She was broken hearted and very bitter. I believe she became so depressed 
that she had to spend a period of time in a psychiatric unit.’ 

Karina was about to probe for more information when a client walked in 
the office. Soon after, one of the mechanics came in and said, ‘it’s all fixed Miss.’ 
He handed the car keys to Karina. The latter settled her bill and drove away. She 
went straight to CJ’s office. As she entered, a tired looking CJ greeted her. 

“You look like you can do with some sleep,’ Karina remarked. 

CJ grinned. ‘So what have you got for me?’ 


Karina revealed her findings. After listening to her, CJ began to wonder if 
there had been a miscarriage of justice with regards to Petra. He had never felt that 
way before, as he had always been very thorough in his investigations. As someone 
who was instrumental in putting the daughter of his esteemed friend Enrico away, 
he felt obligated to re-examine the case. They drove home together where they 
found Destiny waiting for them. After a quick shower, they all met at the dining 
table where Miriam, the Maid, was serving what looked like rabbit stew. 

‘This is delicious.’ CJ said. Looking at Miriam he added, ‘I think I’m going 
to give you a raise.’ 

‘Actually sir it was Destiny who cooked it.’ 

CJ was surprised; he smiled and said to Destiny, ‘Well you can move to the 
top of the class.’ 

‘Thank you CJ. I’m glad you like it.’ 

‘I told you she was a good cook.’ Karina intervened. 

“Yep, all we need to do is to find her a nice husband.’ CJ joked. “By the 
way how is Enrico?’ 

‘He is preoccupied.’ 

‘Preoccupied?’ CJ repeated. 

‘He strongly believes that his daughter is innocent and he does not appear 
to be very happy with you.’ Destiny added. 

‘I’m beginning to think he may have good reasons to.” CJ mumbled. 


After supper, CJ sat in his favourite armchair, with a scotch in one hand he 


switched the television set on. On the screen, the American Detective Lieutenant 
Columbo was investigating a murder of a tennis coach. He started to watch it. Half 
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way through the episode, something dawned on him. He rushed to his study picked 
up the phone, called Douglas Pritchard, the head of forensic at his home and 
arranged to meet with him on Monday morning. He then logged on to his office 
computer network; downloaded Petra’s file and started to scan through. 


38 3 2k 


The next day was Saturday, and as arranged Marco met with Enrico at the 
"Mardi Gras" - a quiet French restaurant in the high street of Gillingham. After a 
lengthy conversation over lunch, Marco agreed to review Petra’s case. 

Marco and CJ are not strangers to each other. They met once during the 
trial of Enrico. Marco had since made a point of reading about CJ and he was well 
aware of CJ’s obsessive thoroughness as a homicide detective who was never 
content in getting most of the details. His aim was always to get them all. 
However, even a perfectionist can sometimes be misled! Especially if one 
happened to be unlucky enough to be surrounded by people who rightly or wrongly 
feel they are overworked and underpaid. The first thing to do, Marco thought, was 
to arrange to meet CJ. 2 
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CHAPTER 13 


XD etective Inspector CJ Fairfield had just arrived at his office when 
there was a knock on his door. CJ opened it. A medium clean- 
shaved man stood there. CJ instantly recognised him as the son of 
Enrico. 

CJ offered him a handshake and said, ‘nice to meet you again Mr 
Swanson.’ 

‘Oh please call me Marco.’ 

‘Come in Marco. Take a seat.’ 


Marco walked in and CJ closed the door behind him. He ordered that a pot 
of tea and some biscuits be brought in his office. 

‘Now tell me Marco, how is your dad?’ 

“As a matter of fact I had lunch with him yesterday. He looked okay, but he 
is convinced that Petra is innocent.’ 

‘I heard that from Destiny... and are you?’ CJ enquired. 

“Well the jurors were convinced that she did it.” Marco replied. 

‘But do you accept this verdict?’ CJ pressed an answer from Marco. 

‘At the time I did, but with new information having come to light I have my 
doubts.’ 

‘To tell you the truth Marco, I am having my doubts too.’ CJ reluctantly 
revealed. 


There was a knocked at the door. 
CJ shouted, ‘come in.’ 


It was an officer with a tray of tea and biscuits. She put the tray down on 
the side table, poured two cups, one for each of them, and left. 

Looking at Marco, CJ said, ‘I was meant to be meeting Douglas this 
morning. Douglas Pritchard is the head of the forensic team. But when I knew you 
were coming I delayed that meeting as I wanted you to be present.’ 

‘Before we see Mr Pritchard, could we recap on the evidence that were 
presented to the court? Marco asked. 


CJ started. Let us see: 

‘1. Petra had motives. She was involved with both Sam and Mario. Sam 
was obsessed with her, but she went and married Mario. Both of them were killed 
with their own cricket bat. 

2. Petra had consistently denied being inside Sam Coleman’s flat, but 
forensic found her fingerprints on a tumbler inside the flat and on the public 
telephone where the mystery call was made. 

3. The lipstick found on Coleman’s shirt matched that of Petra’s. 

4. Voice comparison of the mystery caller with that of Petra’s, matched 


perfectly. 

5. The writing on the bathroom mirror was done by a left-handed person 
and it was similar to that of Petra’s. 

6. The scent of perfume worn by Petra was evident in Coleman’s flat.’ 


‘These are all circumstantial evidence.’ Marco remarked and added, ‘you 
said you were having doubts?’ 


CJ explained that he had recently learned that another woman who was 
infatuated with Sam Coleman wears the same perfume. In addition, we found 
another set of prints on the public telephone used by the mystery caller. The lab is 
looking for a match. 

Marco looking at CJ said, ‘Petra has finally confessed to my dad that she 
met Sam Coleman on the evening he was murdered. He robbed a kiss from her and 
forced her to go to his flat. While she was there she helped herself with a drink of 
water whilst Sam was in the shower, before sneaking out to make a phone call to 
you but never got hold of you.’ 

‘That’s news to me.’ CJ replied and added, ‘the mystery caller’s voice 
definitely matched that of Petra’s.’ 


Could there have been two phone calls made that evening, Marco thought 
to himself. 

He glanced at his watch and then asked CJ, ‘at what time is the meeting 
with Mr Pritchard?’ 

‘Now actually.’ 


They both got up and CJ led the way. Douglas was waiting for them when 
they walked in. CJ shook hand with Douglas and introduced Marco to him. 

Looking at Marco, Douglas said, ‘each time I meet this guy (pointing to 
CJ), my workload rocket sky-high. Then turning to CJ he asked, ‘I take it you have 
come to see the tape?’ 


CJ nodded. 
‘Come I have set it up over here.’ 


Douglas explained that that was a visual recording from the street’s camera 
where Sam Coleman lived. The angle of the camera was not that good, but still, 
according to Douglas, one could see a woman using that phone booth where the 
mystery phone call was made. That woman had been clearly identified as being 
Mrs Petra Cini. As Douglas was about to turn the recorder off, Marco stopped him. 

“Wait who is that second woman?’ Marco asked. 

‘A nobody who used that phone.’ Douglas answered dismissively. 

‘That would account for the second set of fingerprints forensic found, isn’t 
it?’ CJ interjected. 

Marco turning to CJ, asked, ‘do you have a time when the mystery called 
was made?’ 
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‘Oh yes.’ 

‘Listen guys, it is nearly lunch time. If I do not eat something I am going to 
drop,’ Douglas said. 

“We don’t want that do we?’ CJ replied with a touch of sarcasm in his 
voice.’ 


They said goodbye and as they were walking down the corridor, Marco could not 
stop wandering about that second woman who used the booth after Petra. CJ had 
never seen that video tape before and he too got thinking about that. Suddenly 
Marco’s Iphone rang. It was "Siri" reminding him of his next meeting. He thanked 
CJ for his time and they went their separate ways. 2 
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CHAPTER 14 


nrico felt guilty that he did not give Destiny his full attention the 
last time they were together. He was determined to make it up to 
her. He pulled out his mobile from his shirt pocket and dialled 
Destiny’s number. 

‘Hello.’ A voice answered. 

‘Destiny, get ready. We are going to Paris.’ Enrico said. 

‘Paris!’ Destiny repeated. 

‘lll be at your place in thirty minutes.’ Enrico said. 


Before Destiny could say another word, Enrico hang up. 

When the Air France plane landed in the Charles de Gaulle Airport, Enrico 
went into the busy terminal to the car rental office. ‘My name is Enrico Swanson. I 
have a -’ 

The clerk looked up. ‘Ah! Mr Swanson. Your car is ready.’ She handed him 
a form. ‘Just sign this please.’ 

This is what I would call real service, Enrico thought. ‘Ill need a map of 
Paris. Would you happen to - ?’ 

‘Of course, sir.’ She reached behind the counter and selected a map. 
‘Voila.’ She stood there watching the couple leave. 


The air in Paris was warm. They got into the Peugeot waiting for them and 
started driving. The distance from the airport to Paris was about 31 to 40 minutes 
depending on the traffic. Enrico was not so accustomed to driving on the right side 
of the road, so he drove slowly, putting up with the occasional beep from local 
drivers. They finally arrived at Hotel du Louvre - a 5-storey Hotel, inspired by the 
original Napoleon II style with a distinctive pentagon shape and inner courtyard. It 
was perfectly located next to the Louvre. The metro station opposite allowed 
access to most sites of central Paris in under 30 minutes. 

Destiny had never stayed in that hotel before. She was impressed with the 
friendliness and politeness of the staff. 

‘I love Paris.” Enrico told Destiny. ‘Tomorrow I am going to spend the 
whole day showing you what this beautiful city has to offer.’ 

‘T’d like that, Enrico.’ 

After they had freshened up, Destiny and Enrico went downstairs in the 
hotel dining room for a late supper. The meal was delicious but they were both too 
excited by each other to eat. When the waiter asked, ‘would you like some 
dessert?’ Enrico said quickly, ‘yes,’ and he was looking at Destiny. 


They came back to their room. Destiny and Enrico lay in bed naked. There was a 
beam of moonlight streaming through the window, making soft shadows on the 
ceiling. They watch their shadows moving above their heads. The ripple of the 
curtains made their shadows dance, in a soft swaying motion. The shadows came 
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slowly together until they became one. They separated and came together again. 
The movement of the dance became faster and faster, and suddenly it stopped, and 
there was only the gentle ripple of the curtains. 

The next morning, Enrico said, “we have two days here. I have a lot to 
show you.’ 


After they had breakfast in their room, they took the tube and went to visit 
the Louvre. As they were passing from room to room, they were fascinated by the 
mysterious smile and cutting-edge illusionism of the Mona Lisa or the "La 
Joconde" as they called it in France. They admired the ambiguity of the subject’s 
expression, which had frequently been described as enigmatic. They could not take 
their eyes off the subtle modeling of forms and the atmospheric illusionism which 
are novel qualities that have contributed to the continuing fascination and study of 
the work. 

They stood in front of Venus de Milo and got a passing visitor to take a 
picture of them. Enrico had tickets for a matinée at Moulin Rouge. They did not 
want to be late, so they made their way there. When they arrived, the doorkeeper 
led them inside to the foyer and up to a small bar where they waited for another 
half an hour. Destiny was happy and excited to be there. The usher escorted them 
to their seats a few rows back from the stage, which pleased them. The tables were 
quite close together but once everyone had sat down, they did not seem so 
crowded. The show itself was amazing! Great costumes, catchy music and the 
dancers were great. Enrico and Destiny had a bottle of champagne to share, it was 
a wonderful show and they did not want it to end. 

Enrico looked at Destiny’s beautiful brown eyes and said, ‘Now we are 
going to sin.’ 

‘Ooh!’ 

‘No,’ Enrico laughed. ‘I had something else in mind.’ 


He took Destiny to "Brasserie Wepler' in Place Clichy, which is a ten- 
minute walk from Moulin Rouge, for their incomparable seafood dishes. They sat 
opposite each other on a table for two. Destiny ordered Normandy Oysters for 
starter whilst Enrico chose Beer-braised rabbit pie served with rocket drizzled in 
walnut oil. For the main dish, they both had Pan-fried Rump steak, Béarnaise 
Sauce and Homemade Chips. For dessert, Destiny chose Oeufs a la Neige (Floating 
Islands) whilst Enrico selected Ice cream and Sorbet. 

After their leisurely meal Enrico said, ‘would you like to go on a night 
cruise on the Seine?’ 

‘Td love to.’ 


It was a perfect night, with a bright full moon and a soft summer breeze. 
The stars were shining. They were shining down on us, Destiny thought. They 
looked so happy. Destiny and Enrico boarded one of the cruise ships, and from the 
ship’s loudspeaker, came the soft strains of "The River Seine" - a Romantic French 
Classics by Pierre Fellere & His Orchestra. 

They were enjoying the ride which begun at the Eiffel Tower. They 
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particularly loved the sites and hearing about the various bridges, statues and 
buildings. Suddenly in the distance, they saw a falling star. 
‘Quick! Make a wish,’ Enrico said. 


Destiny closed her eyes and was silent for a moment. 

‘Did you make a wish?’ 

“Yes.” 

‘What did you wish for?’ 

Destiny looked up at Enrico tightened her face and in a serious voice said, 
‘I can’t tell you that, or it won’t come true.’ 

Enrico leaned back and smiled at Destiny. ‘This is just perfect.’ 

‘It can always be this way, Enrico.’ 

“What do you mean?’ 

Destiny looked straight into Enrico’s eyes and said, ‘we could get married.’ 


There it was, finally the cat was out of the bag. Enrico fell for Destiny since 
the first day he saw her, but he knew he could not make a commitment to her. 
Although he was now divorced from his wife Henrietta, he never stopped loving 
her. She was after all his first true love. 

‘Destiny, that’s impossible.’ 

‘Is it? Why?’ 

‘T will never be able to give you the full attention you deserve. Night after 
night I stay awake thinking what my daughter must be going through locked up in 
that prison.’ 

‘I see.’ Destiny said, ‘but...’ 

‘There is no but. Tomorrow, I'll take you to Montmartre, home to the 
Basilica of the Sacré Coeur...’ 

‘I can’t go with you, Enrico.’ 

‘What?’ Enrico raised his voice. 

Destiny took a deep breath. ‘I’m going back.’ 

It was as if someone had landed a heavy blow on his stomach. ‘Why? I love 
you Destiny. I...’ 

‘And I love you too, but, I’m not a tart. I just don’t want to be another one 
on your list, chasing you around.’ 

‘Destiny, I don’t want anyone but you. Can’t you see, this is not the right 
time for us to get married? 

‘Okay.’ Destiny said tightly. ‘Take all the time you need, Enrico. 
Meanwhile, it is best that I go back.’ 

‘Wait, let’s talk about this please. Let’s go to your room and...’ 

‘No. I think I need sometime by myself.’ 

‘I don’t want this to cause a rift between us.’ 

They were silent the rest of their way back to their hotel. When they 
reached the lobby, Enrico said, “why don’t I come up to your room? We could talk 
about this and...’ 

‘No Enrico. I would rather you did not.’ 
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Enrico stood there, watched Destiny got into the lift, and disappeared. 


When destiny reached her suite, the telephone was ringing. Thinking it was 
Enrico, she hurried to pick it up. 

‘Enrico...’ 

‘No, it’s CJ. Pve been trying to reach you all day.’ 

She managed to hide her disappointment. ‘Is anything wrong CJ?’ 

‘No. just worried about you. When will you be coming back?’ 

‘Tomorrow,’ Destiny said. Slowly she replaced the receiver. 


She sat at the edge of the bed, staring at the telephone, willing it to ring. 
One hour later, it was still silent. I made a mistake, Destiny thought miserably. 
Maybe I was too harsh on him. He must really be thinking I have no understanding 
of his situation. If only I had waited... if only I had gone to Montmartre with 
him... if... if... She tried to visualise her life without Enrico. She felt a tear 
running down her left cheek. She so much wanted to be close to Enrico. She had 
been dreaming of waking up and making breakfast for him. 

Destiny lay down on the bed, fully dressed, staring at the phone on the 
bedside table. She felt emotionally exhausted. 

In his suite, Enrico was pacing up and down like a mad man. He was 
furious with himself. He could not bear the thought of losing her. Not having her as 
a shoulder to cry on. Not being able to hold her in his arms. ‘Damn my luck!’ he 
reproached himself. Henrietta had warned him that he would never find someone 
better than her. Until he met Destiny he had believed that. Now he is about to lose 
her. Damn it! Why everything he touched seemed to turn into a hopeless wreck? 
He loved Destiny, especially now that there was no Henrietta. He knew that as long 
as his daughter remained in prison, he would not be able to give Destiny his full 
attention. To marry her now would not be fair. He was praying that Marco would 
be able to help prove Petra’s innocence. 

Destiny was awakened by the ringing of the telephone. She sat up at the 
edge of the bed, groggy, and looked at the clock on her bedside table. It was four 
o’clock in the morning. Sleepily, Destiny picked up the phone thinking it was CJ 
calling her again. 

"OE? 

It was Enrico’s voice. ‘How would you like to get married on the 8th of 
August next year?’ 

As Destiny had already told CJ that she was on her way back, by 9 A.M. 
that morning they were at the airport. The plane took off on time. After breakfast 
was served, Destiny was feeling tired. She rested her head on Enrico’s shoulder 
and slept throughout the remainder of the journey. 

Back in Kent, Marco had driven to the 941 Albert Street - the flat where 
Sam Coleman had died. Using a stopwatch, he walked as fast as he could from the 
door of Sam’s flat to the telephone booth where the mystery call was made to 
Inspector CJ Fairfield’s office. It took him ten minutes flat. 

Marco had already been aware that the coroner had recorded that Sam 
Coleman died between 6.00 and 6.30 P.M. 
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Marco drove to the Police station and met with CJ. The Station was located 
in a huge building. The basement was filled with tape recording of calls, all neatly 
catalogued. Sitting behind a desk was John Peacock, busy cataloguing tapes. He 
looked up as Marco and CJ entered. 

‘Hi, Inspector, what can I do for you?’ 

‘I want to listen to the tape of all the calls that came to this station on 15 
June 2012.’ 

‘I hope you have plenty of time, Inspector. We had loads of calls on that 
day. Any particular time of the day?’ 

“Yes. All calls received between 5.00 and 7.00 P.M.’ 

John Peacock led them to a desk with a huge recorder on it. ‘I'll be right 
back,’ he said. Five minutes later, he returned with a huge roll of tape. He inserted 
it into the machine, and gave each of them a headphone. ‘Press the Start button 
when you are ready,’ he said. 

While listening to the tape Marco noticed that there was one call made at 
6.00 P.M. asking for Inspector Fairfield. Marco instantly recognised the voice. 
‘That’s Petra’s,’ he said loudly. 


They continued to listen and they heard another call by a woman. This one 
came in at 6.20 P.M. CJ immediately recognised the voice as the mystery caller 
who talked to him. 

Inspector Fairfield realised what had happened. He switched off the 
recorder and sat there feeling angry. The Forensic team had used the call that came 
in at 6.00 P.M. instead of the one received at 6.20 P.M. to make their voice 
comparison. He looked at Marco and did not know what to say to him. 

Marco had another pressing engagement. Inspector Fairfield walked Marco 
to the door, rushed to his office, and arranged an urgent meeting with Douglas 
Pritchard. As soon as he put the phone down, Karina walked in. 

‘Ah! Karina this woman Abisha Simpson, where does she live? 

‘I do not have her home address but I am sure if I ring the school I can get 
it.’ 

‘Be my guest.’ CJ pointed to the phone on his desk. 


Karina rang the school where Abisha worked and expected her to pick up 
the phone, but instead a man answered. 

“Yes. Mr Smiley here.’ 

‘This is Miss Karina Bishop.’ 

“What can I do for you?’ 

‘I actually was hoping to speak to Miss Simpson.’ 

‘She has not been to work for three days and she has not reported sick 
either.’ 

‘I need to talk to her urgently, have you got a telephone number I could 
reach her?’ 

‘She does not have a phone.’ 

‘Can you give me her home address then please?’ 

‘I can’t give you this kind of information Miss Bishop.’ Mr Smiley said in a 
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tight voice. 

Inspector Fairfield could hear what Smiley was saying. He snatched the 
phone from Karina and in a stern voice said, ‘this is Detective Inspector CJ 
Fairfield at the 87 Precinct, I am investigating a murder and it is important that I 
talk to Miss Simpson. Let me have her home address please.’ 

‘Wait, I'll get her file.’ 

‘Wonderful,’ the Inspector said. He picked up a pen and waited. 


After one minute or so, Mr Smiley cited the address while the Inspector 
wrote it down. 

‘Thank you for your cooperation Mr. Smiley.’ Inspector Fairfield said and 
hung up. & 
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CHAPTER 15 


hen Henrietta was young, she always wanted to marry an Italian, 

but when she met Enrico, she fell in love and married him. For 

many years, she was happy with her marriage. Then things started 
to go wrong and she became dissatisfied with her life. After a lot of soul searching, 
she had decided to divorce Enrico. After a quiet divorce, she went back to her 
homeland - Rome - where she still had relations and a few friends. At first, she 
kept herself to herself. Then one Christmas eve she met Carlos Ballo, a man in his 
mid-forties. He was a singer with the Orchestra Della Toscana (ODT). She really 
liked him and was determined to make him take notice of her. 

Henrietta Pavone checked in at the "Hotel Raito", one of the most beautiful 
5-star hotels in Florence, located in the enchanting Vietri sul Mare on the Amalfi 
Coast. 

‘We have a beautiful suite with elegant sea-view for you, Ms. Pavone,’ the 
desk clerk said. 

‘Thank you. I understand that Carlos Ballo is performing at "The Teatro 
Verdi" theatre. Could you possibly arrange a ticket for me for this evening? 

‘I would be delighted to.’ 


As Henrietta entered her suite, she felt nervous. She wondered if she was 
doing the right thing, chasing after a man five years younger than her and probably 
ruining any chance she might have had. For a moment, she wanted to check out, 
but finally she decided to take a chance and go ahead with her plan. 

Carlos Ballo was always nervous before a performance. He had a rehearsal 
with the orchestra in the morning. To calm himself he roamed the streets of 
Florence window-shopping. At five o’clock, he went back to his hotel and took a 
nap. He was unaware that Henrietta Pavone was in the suite above him. 

At 7.30 P.M. Carlos arrived at the Artists’ Entrance of the Teatro Verdi. 
Early arrivals were filling up the entrance hall. 

Carlos went to his dressing room, sat in front of the mirror and began to 
sing his song repeatedly in his mind. Minutes later, he heard a knock on his 
dressing door. 

‘They are waiting for you on stage, Mr Ballo,’ said the stage attendant. 

‘T’m ready.’ 


As a slightly nervous Carlos walked on stage, there was dead silence in the 
audience and the spotlight went straight on him. He picked up the microphone and 
started to sing. 

Seated in the front row was Henrietta. As she watched Carlos on stage 
giving the performance of his life, Henrietta felt the magic in his voice and a 
strange sensation under her skin. When Carlos had finished his song, she joined the 
audience in giving him a three-minute standing ovation. Afterwards, she went in 


the green room and she was stunned to see Carlos was surrounded by a crowded of 
fans. He was smiling and busy signing autographs to people he had never met in 
his life, when suddenly something made him look up. When his eyes clashed with 
that of Henrietta who was standing by the doorway, he immediately carved a 
passage through the crowd until he got to her and taking her hand in his he said, 
‘what an unexpected but pleasant surprise! What bring you to Florence?’ 

‘Business! And when I heard you were performing, I decided to come.’ She 
looked at him for a moment then she added, ‘you were great, Carlos.’ 

‘Thank you.’ He paused for a moment and then said, ‘if you’re free for...’ 

Before he had finished his sentence, Henrietta answered, ‘I’m free.’ 


They went for supper at the Enoteca Pinchiorri restaurant. As they entered 
the restaurant, the manager came to greet them. 

‘This is a great honour to have you eating here, Mr Ballo.’ The manager 
said and took them to a table. 

‘Thank you.’ 


Henrietta could not help noticing the people staring admiringly at Carlos. 
They looked at the menu and placed their order. Henrietta looked at Carlos and 
said, ‘the theatre was packed up. Is it always like that when you are performing? 
They must really love you?’ 

Carlos grinned. He fixed his eyes on Henrietta. He could not stop admiring 
her beautiful brown eyes. He had been involved with many beautiful women, but 
never one like her. She looked so young, so feminine and so unselfconscious of her 
beauty. He was so pleased to have her company. 

Supper arrived. For starter they had ordered Lobster gratinated with green 
olives and braised red cabbage; and the main was Ravioli filled with mountain red 
potatoes; prawns with saffron and spinach. 

“Where do you go from here?’ Henrietta asked. 

‘Tomorrow I'll be in Vienna. Then, New York and Paris, and Finally 
London.’ 

‘That’s a lot of travelling.’ 

Carlos laughed. ‘We musicians are like gypsies. We go where the work takes us.’ 

‘Don’t you ever get tired of living your life on the plane?’ 

‘Putting up with the dubious airline schedules can be tiresome, but the act 
of performing in front of different types of audiences is quite exciting.’ 

As they were finishing their meal, Carlos said, ‘look I always like to wind 
down after a performance. Would you like to take a ride on the canal with me?’ 

‘It'll be my pleasure.’ 


A leisurely cruise down the Arno River is a great way to relax and see 
Florence. They boarded a Florentine Gondola that cruise the Amo river Arno 
River. As they sat in the barchetto, one of the only 4 original traditional wooden 
boats left in Florence, the voice of an expert guide from a loudspeaker unveiled the 
secrets of the Arno River as they strolled on its calm waters discovering its history 
and the beautiful Palazzos that frame its ancient riverbed. 
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‘We are now passing in front of the Uffizi gallery, the beautiful caretaker of 
many artistic historical treasures. In front of us is unique Pontevecchio Bridge.’ 
The guide said. 


As they passed under the bridge, they learned about the mysterious Vasari 
Corridor. They also discovered the Santa Trinita Bridge and the amazing Palazzo 
Corsini. 

‘This is a very beautiful city,’ Henrietta remarked. 

“You have never been here before?’ 

‘No.’ 

“And you are here on business?’ 

Henrietta took a deep breadth. In a quiet voice she answered, ‘no.’ 

Carlos was puzzled. ‘I thought you said...’ 

Henrietta blushed and said, ‘to tell you the truth, I came to Florence to see 
you.’ 

He felt a feeling of excitement. ‘I... I am flattered.’ 

Henrietta looked at Carlos and said softly, ‘are you involved with anyone?’ 

“You mean I’m married?’ 

Henrietta quickly said, ‘if you are not interested, I’ll leave and...’ 

Carlos took her hands in his. He looked deep into her tender eyes and said, 
‘let’s get off at the next stop.’ 


When they got back at the hotel, there was a message from her son Marco. 
Henrietta glanced at it and put it in her handbag. It can wait, she thought. She had 
other things on her mind. 

“Your room or mine?’ Carlos asked. 

“Yours.” 


It seemed to Henrietta that she had waited a long time to feel the warmth of 
a man next to her. She had found that Italian man she had long been dreaming of. 
They reached Carlos suite and there was a fire burning inside both of them. Carlos 
looked at Henrietta and he could see in her eyes that she wanted him just as much 
as he wanted her. He put his arms around her and kissed her passionately. Henrietta 
could not help herself. They began to undress each other. Suddenly the silence in 
the room was broken. Henrietta murmured, "Oh, my God." Carlos knew exactly 
what he was doing and he was very good at it. When it was over, they lay in each 
other’s arms, exhausted. He could feel Henrietta’s heart beating and her soft hand 
resting on his stomach. 

‘Carlos...’ her voice hoarse and dry. 

“Yes.” 

“Would you like me to come with you to Vienna?’ 

‘Oh yes.’ 

‘Good.’ Henrietta replied softly. 

Henrietta finally returned to her room. She picked up the phone and rang 
Marco. ‘Are you awake?’ 

‘IT am now!’ His voice was weak. He looked at the clock on the wall and 
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said, ‘do you realise it is 3 o’clock in the morning? What’s up mum?’ 

Henrietta said, “I got your message. You asked me to ring you.’ 

‘I thought you might like to know that Petra will soon be out of prison.’ 

‘How come, I thought she had to serve a minimum of 15 years?’ 

‘It looks like she was wrongly charged.’ 

“You mean a miscarriage of justice?’ 

“You could call it that. Anyway I must get back to sleep as I am due in 
court tomorrow morning.’ 

‘Okay. Talk to you again.’ 


Henrietta wanted to cancel her trip to Vienna, but she was frightened that 
this might upset Carlos. Since her divorce with Enrico, she had felt so lonely, so 
unloved and now that she had found happiness again she did not want to mess 
things up. She got into bed and closed her eyes. She tossed left and right several 
times and finally she fell asleep. 

In the morning, Carlos and Henrietta were on their way to Austria. The 
plane landed at Vienna International Airport, which is Austria’s biggest airport. 
They checked into the NH Belvedere, a charming four-star hotel located in the 
heart of Vienna’s diplomatic quarter. They spent the morning making passionate 
love. Afterward they went to visit Belvedere Palace. As they passed through the 
majestic wrought iron gate, they admired the decorative tiered fountains and 
cascades, and Baroque sculptures. They stopped and took a picture near the 
fountain of Neptune and Thetis. With their arms around each other’s waist, they 
walked to the Café Mozart to have lunch. This is the café where Sigmund Freud 
used to visit as it was near the university and his home. 

When they returned to their hotel, it was time to get ready as Carlos was 
performing at the Vienna State Opera house. 

The concert that night was a total success. The green room was crowded 
with fans. Carlos fans were all over him, touching him and asking for his 
autographs. Henrietta stood there watching and feeling jealous. Some of the 
women were much younger than her, just as beautiful and quite forward. She was 
at pain to watch one woman throw her knickers at Carlos, and shouted, ‘I’m free 
tomorrow, Mr. Ballo. What say you?’ 

Carlos grinned. ‘Thank you... sorry... I’m not.’ He then looked at 
Henrietta and shook his head. He could see that Henrietta was feeling left out. He 
went over to her and whispered, ‘let’s get out of here.’ 

‘Bene.’ Henrietta grabbed his hand and rushed him out of the green room. 

They went to Brasserie Stadtboden, a restaurant very close to the State 
Opera House. The Manager recognised Carlos instantly. ‘It’s an honour to have 
you here Mr Ballo.’ He walked them to a table. 

Carlos ordered two tom & mozz cheese appetizer, Hungarian goulash, & 
shrimp with avocado. While they were waiting for their meal, a complimentary 
bottle of champagne arrived and they drank a toast. 

‘To us,’ Carlos said. 

‘To us.’ 
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They talked through out their meal. They wanted to know everything there 
was to know about each other. 

“You seem to have lots of fans in Vienna?’ Henrietta remarked. ‘Is it 
always like that everywhere you go?’ 

‘I’m afraid so. Does that bother you Henrietta?’ 

‘A little.’ 

‘It has been so wonderful having you here with me.’ Carlos sighed. ‘Sadly I 
have to be in New York tomorrow. Would you come with me?’ 

‘I’ve to go back to Rome.’ 

‘Business?’ Carlos asked with a grin. 

She looked at him and with a straight face she said, ‘it is actually.’ 


After what Henrietta had witnessed, she began to have reservations. She did 
not realise how jealous she was until she saw all those beautiful young women, 
throwing themselves at Carlos. She wanted to strangle them. She could not get out 
her mind that English woman who tried to slip Carlos her hotel key. Although 
Carlos had refused her invitation, she had the distinct feeling that he would have 
taken the offer had she not been there. Henrietta had been to Vienna before with 
ex-husband Enrico and they had a memorable time. Although she enjoyed the time 
she spent there with Carlos, she felt as if she had betrayed Enrico even though she 
was no longer married to him. She really wanted to follow Carlos to New York, but 
as she was not sure if she would be able to put up with another frenzy spectacle of 
his fans, she told him a white lie when she said there was business waiting for her 
back home. 

After they had completed their meal, they returned to their hotel. As they 
were making their way to the lift Henrietta noticed a jewellery shop in the corridor. 
She told Carlos to go up and she would follow in a few minutes. Carlos entered the 
lift and as soon as it started to move, she made her way to the jewellery shop. She 
bought a Rolex watch with a gold band. 

‘Would you please inscribe on it "Jo Carlos with love from Henrietta"?’ 


Fifteen minutes later she knocked at Carlos door. Carlos sensed it was 
Henrietta. 

‘It’s open.’ 

‘lve a present for you.’ Henrietta said. She gave him a gift-wrapped box 
with the watch in it. 

He opened it and stared. ‘Sacré bleu! This must have cost you a fortune. 
There was no need, Henrietta.’ 

‘What’s the matter? Don’t you like it?’ 

‘Don’t I like it?’ He sighed. ‘It’s beautiful but...’ 

She placed two of her fingers on his lips then said, ‘wear it and think of 


‘I don’t need this to think of you Henrietta, anyway, thank you.’ 

‘At what time do you have to be at the airport tomorrow?’ Henrietta asked. 
‘Six o’clock.’ 

‘And you?’ Carlos asked. 
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‘Nine thirty.’ 
Henrietta glanced at her watch and said, ‘that gives us just over one hour.’ 


What Carlos did not realise is that the watch was a farewell gift. It was her 
way of saying thank you to Carlos for making her feel like a woman again. 
Henrietta wanted to have a final taste of Carlos. She threw her arms around his 
neck and kissed him passionately. Her lips were burning with desire. Her body 
pressing against his aroused him. He pushed her gently onto the bed and they 
enjoyed each other. 

In the morning Henrietta accompanied Carlos to the airport and watched 
him fly to New York. It was nearly time for her to check in. After she had cleared 
customs, she went into the departing lounge. A few minutes later there was an 
announcement that her plane would be an hour late. She grabbed herself a cup of 
cappuccino and picked up a newspaper from the news agent. 

As she turned to page two she saw a picture of her daughter Petra with the 
headline: GUILTY VERDICT OVERTURNED BY THE COURT OF APPEALS. 

She rushed to the airport booking desk, cancelled her ticket to Rome and 
rebooked a flight to London. # 
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CHAPTER 16 


t was one o’clock on Wednesday afternoon 1st August 2012 when 
Karina noticed that she had three missed calls on her mobile. She tried 
to return the calls but she could not, because the calls came from three 
different public phone boxes. 
One hour later, her cell phone rang. ‘Hello, this is Karina Bishop. Who 
Seis 
‘This is Abisha Simpson.’ 
‘Abisha, where are you?’ 
‘I hear the police are looking for me.’ She sounded nervous. 
“They only want to talk to you.” Karina said. 
‘Whatever for?’ Panic was in her voice. 
‘Calm down. Look I can be at your place in...’ 
‘No! I’m not there. I think there is someone watching my apartment. Let’s 
meet somewhere.’ 
‘Say where.’ 
‘Moat Park. I will be near the river where the model trains are. Can you be 
there in an hour?’ 
ives. 
“You make sure you come alone, now.’ 


The park was crowded. The beautiful August summer had brought the usual 
crowds out. Karina stood by the river waiting for Abisha Simpson, feeling 
somewhat hot and bothered in the scorching sun. Karina looked at her watch and 
noticed she had been there for over an hour. She decided to give Abisha another 
fifteen minutes. 

Fifteen minutes later, there were no sign of her. Another fifteen minutes, 
she said to herself and then no more. Thirty minutes later, she thought Miss 
Simpson had changed her mind. Karina drove straight to inspector CJ Fairfield’s 
office and told him the story. The Inspector looked at Karina and said, ‘at nine 
o’clock this morning I went to her apartment, knocked at her door but no one 
answered. Then the woman in the next flat said she saw her rushing out half and 
hour before I had arrived.’ 

‘CJ, did you put a watch on her?’ 

“Yes, a policeman in plain clothes.’ 

‘Abisha told me she thought someone was watching her.’ 


It was almost 4 o’clock Karina has had a tiresome day. She asked CJ if he 
was ready to go home. CJ had a report he wanted to finish, he told Karina to go and 
he will follow later. 

Inspector Fairfield rang the officer who was watching Miss Simpson’s 
apartment and told him to step down until further notice. One hour later, CJ had 
finished recording his report on his Dictaphone. He took the tape, placed it in his 
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secretary’s in-tray, got in his car and started to drive home. 

Abisha Simpson noticed that the street was deserted; she sneaked back into 
her flat. She lived in a one-bedroom apartment on the 13" floor of a newly built 
skyscraper. She kept pacing up and down wondering what to do. She could not 
imagine a life in prison. She felt like an animal caged in her own flat. She wished 
she could make herself disappear. She sat down at a small table in the kitchen and 
started to scribble on a piece of paper. Half an hour later she threw herself out of 
her bedroom window. When the man living on the ground floor heard a loud noise, 
he went to investigate and found a woman lying on the concrete pathway in a pool 
of blood. 

Inspector Fairfield had nearly arrived home when he received a call 
informing him of the tragedy. He turned round and made his way to the site. When 
he arrived there, there was a crowd in the street, the camera crews were filming. He 
went straight to where the body was lying. He looked at the body; he then looked 
up at the window where the victim had jumped from and shook his head. He 
walked inside the building, got in the lift to the 13" floor. 

A uniformed police officer was guarding the door of Abisha’s apartment. 
He opened it to let the Inspector go in. There was a photographer taking pictures. 
Another man was dusting the place for fingerprints. He went straight to the 
window from where the body had fallen. 

The Inspector turned to the photographer and said, ‘make sure you get a 
good picture of this window.’ 

“Yes Sir,’ he replied. 

A police officer, dressed in plain clothes, handed a piece of paper to the 
Inspector. 

‘We found this note on the kitchen table, Inspector.’ 


It was a suicide note written by Miss Simpson. As Inspector Fairfield was 
making his way to his car, a reporter asked him: 

‘Inspector was it an accident or foul play?’ 

‘Neither.’ 

“What then?’ 

‘It looks like suicide.’ 


Karina had just finished taking a shower. She wanted to catch the six 
o’clock news. She went into the lounge, still in her bathrobe, switched on the TV 
and turned it on to BBC1. *..Jslamist fighters in Mali seize a town in government- 
controlled territory. France insists its military interventions will only last weeks ... 
An Italian court denies the request of former PM Silvio Berlusconi to halt his sex 
trial during the election campaign for polls next month... Now news in the South 
East of England: A woman in her thirties fell to her death from her thirtieth-floor 
apartment. The victim, Miss Abisha Simpson, was a secretary in a primary school 
in Chatham. A report suggests that she was suffering from depression. Detective 
Inspector CJ Fairfield suspects suicide.’ 


Karina stood there, paralysed. 


76 


When CJ arrived home, Karina opened the front door for him. By the look 
on her face, CJ knew she already heard the news. 

“So you heard, have you?’ 

“Yes. What makes you think it was suicide CJ?’ 

‘Here read for yourself.’ He handed her the note that was on the kitchen 
table in Miss Simpson apartment. The note read: 


‘Dear Miss Bishop 


I was coming to meet you at Moat Park as we agreed. When I was 
nearly there I noticed a man following me. He looked like the same man 
who was in my street watching my apartment. I took a turn and 
managed to lose him. I rushed to my apartment. After I got in, I peeped 
behind the curtain, there he was, puffing and looking at my front 
window. I knew they were coming to get me. I did not want to do it... I 
really didn’t. Sam Coleman was a two-timing son of a bitch and I 
wanted to frame Mrs Cini because I hated her for taking my Sam away 
from me. 

Abisha Simpson.’ 


Karina turned to CJ and asked, ‘Didn’t you say that you removed that 
policeman who was on watch?’ 

‘I did.’ CJ replied. ‘What’s more, the policeman I put there did not smoke.’ 
CJ added. 

‘This is getting more and more mysterious!’ Karina uttered. 


One priceless possession that makes civil existence possible is the rule of 
law. Down in London at the Old Bailey, in the interest of justice, the Court of 
Appeals had reversed the conviction of Mrs. Petra Cini. The label of convicted 
murderer of Sam Coleman was lifted. Preparation was being made for her release 
from prison. Henrietta who had just cleared customs at Heathrow airport was in the 
duty free shop making a purchase when she saw her lawyer son Marco Swanson 
being interviewed on TV. The lawyer revealed that the evidence used to convict 
Mrs. Cini was flawed. 

Henrietta took a taxi and checked in at the Strand Palace Hotel. The hotel 
was not far from the house where she used to live when she was married to Enrico. 
The taxi in fact passed in front of the house before arriving at the hotel. She had 
asked the taxi to stop so that she could look at it again. She wondered who were 
living in it now. She wiped a tear in the corner of her eyes. She remembered one 
Christmas standing at the door looking at her daughter Petra. 

‘Drive on please,’ Henrietta instructed the taxi driver. 


When she finally arrived at the hotel, a porter took her to her suite. There 
was a note and a bottle of Cava from the hotel manager, but she was not in the 
mood for champagne. 

Although Henrietta and Enrico were divorced, they were still on talking 
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terms, but she had not seen him since the day she left to go back to Rome. She tried 
his mobile but could not connect. 

Marco’s office was on the eighteenth floor in an office building on Wall 
Street. The frosted sign on the door read "Marco Swanson, Attorney at law." 
Henrietta took a deep breath and stepped inside. The reception office was larger 
than she had expected. Sitting behind a scared desk was a blonde secretary, 

‘Good afternoon. Can I help you?’ 

‘I’m here to see Mr Swanson,’ Henrietta said. 

‘Is he expecting you?’ 

‘No, but he will see me.’ 

“And your name?’ 

‘Just tell him Henrietta is here, he will know.’ 

The secretary looked at her quizzically. ‘Just a moment I will see if Mr 
Swanson can see you.’ 


The secretary got up from behind her desk and as she was about to walk to 
his office, Marco appeared and saw his mother standing there. 
‘Mother!’ 


They hugged each other and then disappeared into his office. As Henrietta 
walked into Marco’s office, she noticed how huge and beautifully furnished it was. 
A large desk dominated the room. On the left-hand corner, there was a leather 
couch capable of seating three people. A coffee table with a glass top and a couple 
of chairs. My son has really arrived, Henrietta thought. Marco was wearing an old- 
fashioned pin-stripe double-breasted grey suit and a white shirt with a detachable 
collar. Henrietta just could not believe that was really her son looking so 
distinguished. 

‘It’s so good to see you, mum.’ Marco said, and he could not take his eyes 
off her. Henrietta looked so classy and revitalised. 

“When did you arrive?’ 

‘This morning,’ she replied. ‘I was actually at Vienna airport about to fly 
back to Rome when I heard the news about Petra and decided to come straight to 
London. 

Marco walked to his drink cabinet and poured a glass of brandy for his 
mum and a whisky for himself. He put two ice-cubes in each glass and handed the 
brandy to Henrietta. 

‘So tell me Marco, when will Petra be released?’ 

‘They are sorting the papers out. As soon as I get the call, dad and I will go 
and pick her up.’ 

‘I can’t wait to see her.’ Henrietta revealed. 

“Why don’t you come with us?’ 

‘I intend to.’ Henrietta said in a decisive voice. ‘Call me at the Strand 
Palace Hotel.’ 

Henrietta rose to her feet. ‘I won’t detain you any longer. I am sure you 
have lots to do.’ 

“Very perceptive of you, mother,’ Marco laughed. 
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Henrietta gave Marco a hug, turned and walked out of the office, closing 
the door behind her. She stopped for a moment, placed her two fingers on the 
nameplate on Marco’s office door and kissed it. She made her way out of the 
building and went back to her hotel. 

When she got back to her suite there was a huge bouquet of roses waiting 
for her. She looked for the usual accompanying card but could not find one. Who 
could have sent them she wondered? Surely, it could not be Carlos, could it? ‘No it 
couldn’t be, I told him I was going back to Rome,’ she reminded herself. 

Henrietta has had a long tiresome day. She decided to take a bath. While 
lying in the bath covered with bubbles, her mind drifted on Carlos and the pleasant 
moments she had with him first at Florence then in Vienna. She closed her eyes 
and could see Carlos in New York surrounded by fans all chasing him for his 
autographs. She could hear a woman shouting "Are you free tonight Carlos?", then 
another counter shout, "No darling he is spending the night with me." Henrietta 
stretched her arms in the air as if she wanted to reach out and strangle those 
bitches. “Why can’t they leave him alone,’ she mumbled to herself. 


She wanted to scream but could not. She felt an excruciating pain on the 
side of her head; it was so intense that she feared she was going to have a stroke. 
Suddenly the phone rang. She picked the receiver up. 

‘There is a long distance call for you Ms Pavone,’ the voice said. 

‘Who is it from?’ Henrietta Pavone asked. 

‘A gentleman called Carlos Ballo.’ 

Henrietta hesitated then said, ‘Ill take it.’ 

‘Henrietta, darling?’ 

‘Carlos,’ she said in a low voice trying to hold back her excitement. 

“What are you doing in London?’ Carlos enquired. 

‘How did you know I was here?’ 

‘It’s a long story but I am glad I found you.’ 


Henrietta was not sure whether she was glad Carlos had found her or not. 
She was having mixed emotions. As far as she was concerned, she has had her last 
fling with him. All she now wanted to do was to live on the pleasant memories. 

‘How did the concert go in New York?’ Henrietta asked. 

‘It was another success, I’m afraid,’ he said in a teasing voice. 

‘And the girls?’ 

“What girls?’ 

“Your crazy fans.’ 

‘Oh them! They mean nothing to me, it’s the music they love not me and I 
am just their messenger.’ After a short pause, Carlos said softly, ‘I miss you.’ 

Henrietta thought for a moment then said, ‘I’m happy everything went well 
for you.’ 

‘T’ll be in London on Tuesday. I can’t wait to hold you in my arms again.’ 


Henrietta kept quiet. She wanted to tell Carlos that she did not want to see 
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him again but could not bring herself to utter such final words. Carlos on the other 
hand could sense something was not quite right, but he did not want to think 
anything of it. His next performance was in Paris and it was time for him to go to 
the airport. They said goodbye to each other and the phone went dead. Henrietta 
took a long time to replace the receiver back. She got out of the bath, dressed 
herself and went downstairs for something to eat. After talking to Carlos, she did 
not really have much of an appetite so took something light and went to bed.& 
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CHAPTER 17 


nrico saw a missed call on his mobile. He immediately thought it 

was Destiny trying to reach him. He had also heard that Henrietta 

was in London. He was so happy that his daughter was going to be 
out of that horrible prison, he could not wait to go to pick her up. His thought went 
back to the day when he went to pick Petra up at the university. She was 25 years 
old then, but now she was nearly twenty-eight and hopefully wiser. 

Having been locked up in that prison could not have been a nice experience 
for her. Who in their right mind would want to spend time in such a dreadful place, 
perhaps sharing a cell with a serial killer or an unpredictable psychopath or 
someone who is suffering from some kind of mental illness who really should be in 
a hospital? Who would like to sleep on a bunk bed with perhaps a big fat ugly 
lesbian on the prowl for fresh meat...? Enrico had heard horror stories about the 
prison establishment that would simply churn the stomach of anyone. In such a 
grim environment, humanity counts for little because to the prison staff, prisoners 
are just cattle: one in, one out. Each time Enrico used to visit Petra, he could see 
the distress on her face. Many prisoners say that they are innocent, but the 
prisoners who actually maintain their innocence are few and far between. However, 
Petra never stopped maintaining hers. Usually maintaining innocence does not 
make for an easy ride from the prison authorities. Progressing through the penal 
system depends in a large part on one’s acceptance of one’s crime and punishment. 

Petra must have spent sleepless night wondering when she would be out, 
Enrico thought. Now that the time had finally come, what state of mind would she 
be in? Would she be happy she is free again or would she spend the rest of her life 
living with nightmares? Enrico had decided to have the biggest welcoming party 
for his daughter as he desperately wanted her to know that everyone loves her and 
that had always been the case. 

There was a knock at the door. Enrico went to open it. 

‘It’s only me,’ Destiny said flippantly. 

“You mean the most beautiful girl in world,’ Enrico replied. 

Destiny smiled and walked in. They went in the kitchen and had a cup of 
tea together. 

‘Has your daughter been released yet?’ 

‘Any time now,’ Enrico answered. ‘Marco will ring me so that we can go 
and pick her up.’ 

‘IT would like to come with you if you do not mind.’ 

‘T don’t.’ 


Destiny had seen Petra at the trial but they had never talked to each other. 

‘I hope she would be in a good frame of mind,’ Enrico said in a worrying 
voice. 

‘She is so lucky to have a dad like you who never gave up on her.’ 
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Enrico shrugged. ‘It goes with the territory. A father must always do what a 
father must do.’ 


There was a moment of silence. 

Enrico leaned forward and said, “you have really been very supportive to 
me, Destiny.’ 

‘And I'll always do my best.’ 

“You are speaking like a wife already.’ 

‘Am I?’ 


Finally the long awaited phone call came. It was Marco telling his dad that 
he was coming round to pick him up so that they could go and fetch Petra. 

Enrico had arranged for fresh clothes and a makeup kit to be sent to Petra. 
When they arrived at the Holloway prison gate, they saw Petra walking towards 
them accompanied by a woman prison officer. 

The day when she was being released, Petra had woke up before 3 A.M. in 
the morning. She had sat on the edge of her bunk bed, amazed with the realisation 
that the day had finally come to get out of that dreadful place. For months, she had 
been waiting for her release, but it always seemed so far away that she couldn’t 
grasp it. On that Monday, however, she woke up with certainty that she was 
scheduled to walk out of that prison gate. 

She had a shower, manicured her nails, dressed herself in a beautiful dress 
that her father had sent her, and put on her makeup. Those activities felt different 
for her that morning because she still couldn’t wrap her mind around the reality 
that in a few hours, authorities were going to release her. After dressing, she stared 
at herself in the mirror and then went outside to sit. She needed some time alone to 
gather her thoughts. She looked around and wondered what it would feel like to 
walk out and also wondered how it was going to happen. 

At 7.15 A.M., she had heard an announcement over the institutional 
loudspeaker. It paged her to the rear gate of the prison. Many prisoners sent her 
good wishes as she walked over towards that gate, her bag in one hand with the 
books that she was carrying out with her. A woman guard eventually stepped out to 
meet her at the gate. She escorted her inside one of the penitentiary buildings. Her 
leg felt rubbery for some reason; perhaps she was walking in an area of the prison 
that had previously been forbidden to her. The administrative process took about 
30 minutes, and that was it. The guard then escorted her through the series of gates 
and she saw her parents, brothers and a woman she had never seen before. They 
were standing there looking, tears flowing down her mother’s cheeks and holding 
prayer hands to her mouth, watching, as if in disbelief that she was finally coming 
home. 

As soon as she was out of the gate, Henrietta put her arms around her. She 
was finally out. Petra and Henrietta held each other and kissed, and then she 
hugged her dad and said with tears in her eyes, ‘thank you, Dad.’ Enrico could not 
hide his feelings. Then, Dino hugged Petra and said, ‘nice to see again sis.’ Finally, 
it was Marco’s turn. Petra and Marco had been like cats and dogs with each other 
before, but it was a time of reconciliation, a time of joy, a time to long for a better 
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future. Petra looked at Destiny and wondered who she was. 
‘T’m Destiny, a good friend of your Dad.’ 


They gave each other a hug, then stepped inside Marco’s car and began the 
long drive away from the Holloway area of the London borough of Islington 
towards the quiet town of Ashford, Kent. 

Sitting in the car with her parents felt amazing. Petra had always had a 
sensitive spot for her parents. She had always felt bad what she did to them and 
never knew how to make it up to them. Suddenly she was in their midst again. She 
felt giddy, in disbelief, wondering how long the joy would last, afraid that 
somehow it would end. 

Her brother, Dino, handed her an Iphone. She had never held a cell phone 
like that before, and she was not sure how to use it. Dino showed her how to swipe 
a bar on the screen to unlock the phone. She made a call to her best friend Louise, 
but she did not answer. 

When she arrived at her house, she was surprised to see her friend Louise 
opening the door. As she entered inside, she could not believe it when all her 
friends and colleagues of the primary school she used to work greeted her. Petra 
was in tears of joy, in disbelief that her time in prison had truly ended. Every 
second felt so real, better than she could have imagined. Marco handed her a slice 
of pizza and a glass of white wine. Enrico could not stop himself making a speech. 

Henrietta had never met Destiny until that day except for the quick glance 
she had when Enrico went to talk to her after he was released from court. They got 
talking and they made complimentary remarks to each other. 

‘How is Rome?’ Destiny asked. 

‘Fine. You must visit it sometimes.’ 

‘T got it on my list.’ 

‘How long have you known Enrico?’ 

‘Since the day my brother picked him up and brought him home’ 

‘Pick him up, where?’ 

‘Near Ashford, he was found unconscious lying down in a bed of snow.’ 


Henrietta was stunned. She knew nothing about it. She eyed Destiny from 
top to bottom. She suspected that there was more than a friendship going on 
between Enrico and her. She had to find out. She looked straight at Destiny and 
said: 

‘Enrico always had good taste.’ 

Destiny feeling somewhat embarrassed, grinned and said, ‘I can see why 
Enrico never wanted to let you go. He still has feelings for you, you know.’ 

“You mean you have not been able to erase it.’ 

“You lost him when he lost his daughter, but now that he has found his 
daughter...’ 

Enrico, with a tray in his hand, interrupted them and said, ‘can I interest 
you two ladies with another drink?’ 


Henrietta took a long look at Enrico. She could see his happy face, the same 
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cute face that made her fall for him the first time they met in Rome. Enrico had 
always been very nice to her and had always given her whatever she wanted. She 
never understood how they drifted apart. She felt a touch of jealousy that her loss 
was Destiny’s gain. Unexpectedly her cell phone started to ring. She excused 
herself and went on the balcony to respond to the call. It was getting somewhat 
stuffy inside, Destiny walked into the garden for some fresh air and saw Marco 
puffing away. 

Looking at Marco, Destiny remarked, ‘smoking kills you know!’ 

“Actually I’m trying to give it up, but I haven’t found the secret yet.’ 

‘It’s inside you, it’s called will power.’ 

Marco feeling somewhat embarrassed replied, ‘I got it now.’ 

‘So you are the clever lawyer who...’ 

‘And you are the beautiful lady who called my dad once and got me 
instead.’ They laughed. 


Destiny moved closer to Marco. He put out his cigarette and they went to 
take a seat in the garden next to a beautiful waterfall. Destiny was impressed with 
the statue of Zeus standing proud in the centre of the pond catching the water 
falling down from the structures surrounding it. They chatted for a while. 


38 2 3k 


Back inside the house, Petra was chatting with her head master Mr Matt 
Woodburn and his deputy Mr Oliver Smiley. Others were drinking, chatting and 
being generally sociable with each other. 2 
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CHAPTER 18 


hen Henrietta returned to her suite in London at the Strand Palace 

Hotel after spending a night with her daughter Petra, she found a 

dozen red roses waiting for her. This time there was a little 
envelope attached to it. She tore open the envelope and pulled out the card. It read: 


Darling Henrietta, I look forward to having dinner with you after my 
performance at the Royal Opera House, London. I enclose a 
complimentary ticket for you. Carlos. 


Henrietta was confused. Having met Enrico after her divorce and knowing 
what she knew about Carlos’s life style, she just did not know what to do. She lay 
down on the bed and after a few minutes, she fell asleep. At 6 o’clock that evening, 
she heard a knock on her door. When she opened it, she found a chauffeur standing 
there. 

‘Mr Carlos Ballo has sent me to pick you up, Ms Pavone. I have a 
limousine waiting downstairs.’ 

Henrietta Pavone wanted to tell him to go away. She hesitated for a 
moment then said, ‘give me twenty minutes to get ready.’ 

‘T’ll wait for you in the lounge downstairs, ma’am.’ 


When she arrived at the Royal Opera House, the chauffeur opened the door 
and she found a young woman standing there waiting to take her inside the theatre. 
The woman guided Henrietta to her seat. The concert that night was yet another 
triumph. The audience applauded and cheered each number. When the concert was 
over Henrietta went back to the green room to join Carlos. The room, as expected, 
was packed with well-wishers. It was Florence and Vienna all over again and the 
women seemed more sexually mature and willing. Henrietta looked at a few of 
them and wondered which one Carlos would choose to spend the night with if she 
was not there. She just could not get it into her head that Carlos wanted her not 
them. 

They had supper at the Palm Court Brasserie in King Street near Convent 
Garden. It was a chic little restaurant with a classic Art Nouveau décor inspired by 
the Parisian Brasseries of the 1920’s. The friendly manager, Mr Pierre Henry, 
greeted them: 

“What a pleasure to see you, Monsieur Ballo et Madame.’ 

He led them to a corner table for two. They ordered "Canard aux lentilles" 
(Duck braised in lentils). He was mesmerised by Henrietta. Henrietta looked very 
sexy with her new spectacles. He was falling for her and that frightened him. He 
had known many women but never felt that way before. Henrietta wanted to tell 
him of her fears and reservations but she could not find the courage to do so. She 
started to say, “Carlos I think...’ then the rest of the words would not come out. 
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She tried again but ended up saying, ‘I... I thank you for the nice roses.’ 

‘Only the best for you, Henrietta,’ Carlos said. 

A waitress dressed in blue with a white frilly hat brought their meal. ‘Bon 
appétit,’ she said and walked away. 

When they had finished their meal, Carlos said, “come with me to the 
Hippodrome.’ 

‘Hippo where?’ Henrietta asked naively. 

Carlos smiled and repeated, ‘the hippodrome. It is a nice little casino not far 
away from here.’ 

‘I do not gamble, but if it pleases you I'll be happy to accompany you.’ 

“Great.” 


Carlos settled the bill and left a huge tip. They took the tube, stopped at 
Charing Cross station, and then walked to Cranbourn Street where the Casino was 
located. It was a versatile entertainment venue in the heart of Leicester Square, 
incorporating a casino, bars, a restaurant and a varied events schedule including 
cabaret, live music and live sport screenings. It is opened 24 hours a day and, 
unlike other casinos, no membership was required. As they entered, they were 
greeted with plush purple decor and soft carpet. The "Platinum" gaming room had 
plenty of dealers and staff working the game. Tables were not too crowded and the 
casino was lively. It had all the standard games as well as slots and some video 
poker/video roulette. There were many people there, hoping to get rich quick. 
Carlos played poker. After an hour, he had won one thousand pounds. He had 
never won any money from that casino before. He turned to Henrietta and said, 
‘you are my lady luck’, and then he took her into his arms and gave her a lingering 
kiss. They then went into the live music section and danced the night away. When 
Carlos took Henrietta back to her hotel, it was already dawn. They undressed and 
got into bed. 

Early in the morning, they had breakfast served in the room. Henrietta did 
not sleep very well that night. She suddenly found the courage and just came out 
with it: 

“Carlos, I can’t see you anymore.’ 


Although Carlos had expected something like that, he was still shocked. 

‘Why?’ he asked 

‘I can’t compete with all these women chasing after you.’ 

‘Who is asking you to? They mean nothing to me. I am interested in only 
you.’ 

‘Besides I feel so cheap and dirty.’ Henrietta mumbled. 

‘If marriage that you are after, then, I will make an honest woman of you.’ 
Carlos could not believe he had just said that. 

There was a moment of silence. Then Carlos said, “Let’s fly to Vegas. We 
can get married there.’ 

‘I’m sorry, I can’t.’ 


Carlos could see she had made up her mind. He returned to his hotel to get 
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ready to fly back to Rome. He wanted his romance with Henrietta to last forever. 
He could not believe it had ended so soon and so abruptly. A little voice inside him 
was saying, "Fight...you must fight for what you want in life." He tried to ring 
Henrietta several times and she had turned down all his calls. 


38 2 3k 


Later that day, Henrietta had gone to see Petra and they spent the all day 
shopping together at Blue-Water - Europe’s largest and most innovative retail and 
leisure centre. She wanted to take a few souvenirs for her friends and relations in 
Rome. & 
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CHAPTER 19 


nrico and Destiny started to see each other regularly. In order to 

spend more time with her, Enrico arranged to do part of his work at 

home. Although the flat where he was living was small, it was 
good enough for him, but he asked Destiny to accompany him to an estate agent. 
They picked a few listings. After looking at several properties, they found one in 
the countryside that they both like. It was quite secluded and away from the hustles 
and bustles of town life. Although they had agreed that when they are married 
Enrico would move into her house, Enrico wanted to have his own secluded place 
of retreat. 

During the next few weeks, they spent most of their spare-time redecorating 
the house. Destiny was very good at colour matching and she was not frightened to 
get her hands dirty. After they had finished repainting the lounge, they moved on to 
the dining room then to the kitchen. The worktops were of Natural solid wood 
giving a luxurious finish to the kitchen. The rustic country look added character 
and warmth. Enrico wanted a big modern kitchen as he enjoyed cooking. They sat 
down together and talked about their forthcoming wedding. Enrico and Destiny 
wanted a wedding that actually meant something to them and a ceremony that all 
their family and friends would feel a part of. They wanted something memorable to 
look back on in later years. They sought something a bit different, a little creative, 
a wedding at which to have fun, yet be layered and meaningful. They spent hours 
deciding on the guests list. They talked about getting married in Las Vegas or the 
quaint Graceland Wedding Chapel nestled in the woods adjacent to Elvis Presley's 
beloved residence, but finally they decided the wedding venue would be in 
Destiny’s back garden, in Ashford, England. 

At long last, the big day had arrived. It was 8th August 2013. The weather 
was nice. The guests had started to arrive. CJ and Karina began to welcome them 
and offered refreshments. At 4 P.M. exactly, they gathered the guests in the back 
garden and rehearsed all family and guests to say, “We, your family and friends, 
now pronounce you as wife and husband, lawfully wedded before God.” 

At 4.15 o’clock, Enrico and Destiny arrived in an opened luxury Cinderella 
Carriage pulled by a pair of black Friesian horses, decorated with white plumes and 
drapes. With the hood folded flat, the soft velour interior looked quite opulent. 
They were greeted with oohs and aahs from the waiting guests. They got down and 
walked to a previously chosen spot and planted two trees in the garden, to 
represent the growth their relationship will experience as time flows slowly by. 

CJ introduced himself and the bride. Destiny then introduced her family. CJ 
then introduced Enrico who then introduced his family. 

‘Friends,’ CJ said. ‘We are here today to celebrate the marriage and the 
intertwining of the destinies of Enrico and Destiny. Through being ruthlessly and 
wonderfully themselves, they have fallen in love and decided to bind themselves to 
one another for the rest of their lives. 

Two years ago, Destiny and Enrico met when I found the latter lying 


unconscious on the road and brought him home. Destiny helped to nurse him to 
health. I believe they were instantly attracted to each other. However, it took them 
a long time to make informal promises and agreements. In the time they have spent 
together, they've built the sturdy foundation for a lifelong relationship. After a 
great deal of thoughtful consideration, to-day is the day when they have chosen to 
acknowledge and celebrate their union in this private garden amongst those they 
love.’ 

CJ then passed the microphone to Marco. He stood up, turned in the 
direction of his dad, and said, ‘Dad, many years ago you stood next to my mum 
Henrietta in a church and made a commitment to each other. Somehow, it did not 
work out. I know for a long time you have been wondering in your heart what 
would become of your life without the woman you once loved and perhaps in some 
way still do. Parts of that answer stands here with Destiny.’ Turning to Destiny he 
added, ‘I see the pride you take in him and the love and respect you have for him 
and I know he also feels for you. Part of the reason my dad has chosen you is 
because of all that you have given to him out of your life. I wish you both all the 
happiness you deserve.’ 

Enrico’s other son Dino then stood up and said, ‘Destiny, on behalf of our 
family, we welcome you and support your marriage.’ 

Finally, it was Petra’s turn. She grabbed the microphone turned to her dad 
and said, ‘Dad, I could not help wondering if I had made different choices in my 
own life, whether we would be standing here today. This is the burden I will have 
to carry for the rest of my life. I hope you can find it in your heart to forgive me 
for what I did to both you and my mother. I wish you and Destiny happiness.’ 

The priest, Father David Bauer, started with the ceremony. 

‘Dearly beloved,’ he said in a solemn voice, ‘we are gathered here on this 
beautiful day to witness the union of Enrico and Destiny in holy matrimony. This 
is a day of great celebration and reverence, on which we come together before God 
to recognise and commemorate the sacred love and dedication shared between 
these two people. It is wonderful to have family and friends here to join us today. 
The bride and groom would like to thank their guests for being here, and would 
like you to know that each of you were invited here on this day because you have 
played an integral part in their intertwining lives. I ask you now, if you support this 
union to give them your warm wishes.’ 

All the guests got on their feet and said, ‘WE DO!’ 

After a short pause, Father Bauer added, ‘as the Bible reminds us, "Love is 
patient, love is kind. It does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud. It is not 
rude, it is not self-seeking, it is not easily angered, and it keeps no record of 
wrongs. Love does not delight in evil but rejoices with the truth. It always protects, 
always trusts, always hopes, and always perseveres. Love never fails." 

Father David Bauer then turned to Enrico, ‘do you, Enrico, happily choose 
to embrace the adventure that is your future with Destiny?’ 

“Yes.” 

‘Will you, Enrico, respect her, be understanding and support her as the 
partner of your life and undertake the promises of marriage?’ 

‘I certainly do,’ Enrico replied. 
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Turning to Destiny the Priest said, ‘Destiny, do you happily choose to 
embrace the adventure that is your future with Enrico.’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Will you Destiny respect him, be understanding and support him as the 
partner of your life and undertake the promises of marriage?’ 

‘I certainly and surely do,’ Destiny replied. 


It was time for the couple to make their vows to each other. Father David 
Bauer asked Enrico and Destiny to hold hands. He then asked Enrico to make his 
vows. 

Enrico looking straight at Destiny said, ‘My Darling Destiny, you have 
been my saviour, my friend, my lover, my partner, and today I take you, for my 
lawfully wedded wife, to have and to hold, from this day forward, for better or 
worse, for richer or poorer. I promise to be true to you in good times and in bad, in 
sickness and in health. I will love you and honour you all the days of my life, until 
death do us part. This is my solemn vow.’ 

Then it was Destiny’s turn. 

‘From this day on I take you, darling Enrico, for my lawfully wedded 
husband, to have and to hold, from this day forward, for better or worse, for richer 
or poorer. I promise to be true to you in good times and in bad, in sickness and in 
health. I will love you and honour you all the days of my life, until death do us 
part. This is my solemn vow.’ 

“Who brings the rings?’ Father Bauer asked. 

‘Me,’ Marco answered. He handed the rings to the priest. 


After blessing them, the priest gave one to Enrico and the other to Destiny 
saying, ‘to commemorate this union, you may now exchange rings. The circle 
formed by each ring symbolizes your eternal love and commitment to one another. 
Let these rings remind you always of that love, and of the promises you have made 
here on this day.’ 

Enrico took Destiny’s left-hand and as he placed the ring into her finger he 
said, ‘I offer you this ring as a symbol of my love and commitment. With this ring, 
I thee wed.’ 

Holding Enrico’s left-hand Destiny placed a ring in his finger and said, ‘I 
offer you this ring as a symbol of my love and commitment. With this ring, I thee 
wed.’ Then turning to Marco she said, ‘thanks for bringing our rings, we love you 
too.’ 

Looking at Destiny Enrico said, ‘thank you for welcoming me into your 
family.’ 

Enrico and Destiny wanted to bring a symbolic meal and drink, as a 
reminder that, as their bodies needs nurturing so does their love. They wanted to 
bring whatever is bread and water to them, their daily bread. Two maids of honour 
approached them, each carrying a tray. The first tray contained one omelette, which 
Destiny had asked Enrico to make just as he did for their first breakfast. This 
omelette was made with eggs from their own loved chooks, with herbs and greens 
grown by Enrico. They fed each other a piece of that omelette. The second tray 
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contained a pot of tea brewed from the rainwater that fell in Destiny’s garden. In 
the teapot, there were a mixture of herbs from her garden; peppermint given by a 
dear friend, chillies for the warmth of their relationship, cinnamon for the spice and 
liquorice for the sweetness they experience with each other. They each took a cup 
and put it to each other’s lips. 

It was time to tie the knot. Father David Bauer passed a green cord to 
Enrico and a red one to Destiny and asked them to tie the knot. The lovers knot is a 
knot of two lines that symbolise two lives tied in the middle of their journey’s path; 
individual and separate yet inextricably linked. The deed was nearly done. To 
complete the ceremony Father Bauer told Enrico and Destiny: ‘by the power vested 
in me, you are now entwined, entangled, enknotted, and I ask all those here to join 
me in saying you’re your family and friends now pronounce you as wife and 
husband, lawfully wedded before God.’ 

The Guests repeated, ‘We, your family and friends, now pronounce you as 
wife and husband, lawfully wedded before God.’ 

To complete the ceremony, after Father Bauer had instructed Enrico to kiss 
the bride, thus forever sealing your union, he turned to the guests and said, ‘Ladies 
and gentlemen, it is my pleasure to present to you Mr. and Mrs. Swanson.’ 

The Band started to play. The happy couple, hand in hand went round 
shaking hands with the guests. 

Henrietta was invited to the wedding but she felt it would be better that she 
did not attend. When she saw Enrico at Petra’s house on the day of her release 
from prison and heard from Destiny that Enrico still carried a torch for her, she had 
hope that they might get together again. She always felt they belong together and 
that no one could come between them. "Why did I divorce him," she kept asking 
herself. On the day of the wedding, she had taken some sleeping pills to help her 
sleep. The next day she picked up the phone and called Enrico to congratulate him. 
A female voice answered. 

‘Karina here.’ 

‘Sorry I must have dialled the wrong number,’ Henrietta said 
apologetically. 

‘Are you looking for Enrico?’ 

“Yes. 

‘He is on his honeymoon in Mauritius. He did not want to be disturbed so 
he left his phone with me.’ Karina explained. 

‘Tell him that I send him my good wishes.’ 

‘Who shall I say called?’ 

‘Just say Henrietta and he will know.’ 


Whatever little hope she may had felt she had, had been dashed forever. 
She lay down on the bed, eyes closed, and reminisced on the good times she had 
with Enrico. She remembered how happy they both were when their first baby was 
born. She felt a tear in the corner of her eyes and she reached out to wipe it away. 
She knew she had to let go but did not know how to. She reached out for her 
sleeping pills. She wanted to sleep. She could not care less if she ever woke up 
again. 2 
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CHAPTER 20 


hen the BA 2031 taxied up to the Sir Seewoosagur International 

Airport terminal at Plaisance, Mauritius, there was a limousine 

waiting to take Enrico Swanson and his new wife Destiny 
Fairfield to a private Bungalow, which was about one hour drive. 


When they were in the limo, Destiny asked, ‘where are we going?’ 
“To Mon Choisy Beach, I have a bungalow there.’ 


This bungalow had its own outdoor pool with a couple of sun loungers 
overlooking Mon Choisy beach. All rooms had air condition and the patio 
overlooked the Mon Choisy lagoon. All rooms were tiled, tastefully decorated and 
had wooden furniture. A 50-inch flat-screen satellite TV graced the lounge and a 
bar with assorted drinks. 

When they arrived at the bungalow, Destiny was impressed. 

“You own this?’ 

‘I sent my brother money and he built it for me. If you don’t like it we can 
always check in the Mon Choisy Beach Resort next door to us.’ 

Destiny grinned. ‘It’s a little under par - but it will do.’ 

‘Tll better give CJ a ring,’ Destiny said. ‘He would want to know if we 
have arrived safely.’ 

‘There is a telephone in the library, sweetheart.’ 


Destiny had never been to Mauritius. Enrico had not seen many of the 
tourists’ attractions. Later on that afternoon, he arranged for a guide to take them 
round and showed them what Mauritius had to offer. 

The next morning relations and friends who could not attend their wedding 
started to ring Enrico inviting them for dinner. One of Enrico’s rich uncles went as 
far as organising, in their honour, a party with a lavish buffet. He had invited more 
than hundred guests. Most of them were relations and friends who had not met 
Enrico for a long time. Some of them were doctors, lawyers, architects, and civil 
servants. 

At the buffet, the guests were congratulating them on their marriage. Enrico 
took Destiny to two of his old friends he was in college with a long time ago. They 
shook hands. One of them turned round to Enrico and said: 

“You are a very lucky man.’ 

‘That’s what I keep telling him,’ Destiny said with a smile. 

‘She doesn’t need to tell me,’ Enrico said. ‘I know how lucky I am.’ 

‘Do you really?’ one of the two friends questioned. 

Enrico could see how he was undressing Destiny with his vicious eyes. 
‘Come Destiny let me introduce you to some other people.’ He escorted her around 
the room, introducing her to some of the guests. 

Enrico’s uncle had arranged for a group to come and play some music. One 
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of the members of that group was an old friend of Enrico. They used to play 
together in a band called "the WRECKAGE". He remembered some of the nice 
songs he used to sing. He invited Enrico to sing a song with him. Enrico had not 
sung for a long time. When his friend insisted that he does and the guests were 
asking too, he decided to oblige. 

‘All right! This is for my bride.’ 

He cleared his throat, and began to sing, "I love you because". Although 
Destiny was aware that, Enrico was in a band when he was very young, but she had 
never before heard him sing. There was total silence in the room. They were 
mesmerised by the sound of his voice. When Enrico had finished, there was a 
roaring applause. 


An hour later, the guests started to say goodbye. Enrico and Destiny 
thanked the organiser and the guests for making them feel so welcome. They got 
into a taxi and went back to the bungalow. When they were sitting in the taxi, 
Destiny looked at Enrico and said: 

‘T truly enjoyed that.’ 

‘Did you?’ 

She then said sweetly, ‘I didn’t know you can sing like that.’ 

Enrico shrugged his shoulder and said with a smile, ‘I’m not only just a 
pretty face you know.’ 

“You have very nice relations and friends. They made me feel like a queen.’ 

Enrico put his left arm around her shoulders and whispered softly, ‘you are 
a queen... my queen.’ 

‘Are all Mauritian people always that hospitable?’ 

Enrico grinned. ‘No, darling they only behave like that towards beautiful 
and classy women like you.’ 


When they arrived at the bungalow, Destiny hugged Enrico and they kissed 
their way to bed. 

Each morning Enrico and Destiny had breakfast together and afterwards 
they would go out exploring the island. One afternoon they spent it at the Sir 
Seewoosagur Ramgoolam Botanical Garden, commonly known as_ the 
Pamplemousses Botanical Garden in Pamplemousses near Port Louis. It is the 
oldest botanical garden in the Southern Hemisphere. It is one of the most visited 
attractions in Mauritius. The garden was initially opened as a private garden by the 
French governor of Mauritius, nearly 300 years ago. 

Destiny could not believe how huge the garden was. 

‘It stretches over endless acres of land.’ Enrico said. 

‘I can see that.’ 

‘It will take us more than a week to cover the whole garden.’ Enrico added. 

‘Really?’ Destiny retorted 


Enrico knew that Destiny was very interested in nature. They had taken 
countless walks in various parks and gardens in England. 
‘I have never seen a garden as beautiful as that.” Destiny remarked. 
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‘Do you know it is populated with more than 650 varieties of plants among 
which are the famous Baobabs, the Palmier Bouteille, the ineluctable Giant Water 
Lilies, dozens of medicinal plants, a large spice garden and many more.’ 

‘Wow.’ Destiny sighed. 


The garden was getting ready to close; they stopped in front of the Giant 
Water Lilies and took a picture before making their way out. 

They went to the famous Port Louis central market. It had been the centre 
of the local economy since Victorian times. It was a good place to give Destiny a 
feel for the everyday life of many locals. She stopped and watched the hawkers at 
work and bought some souvenirs. Enrico warned her of the level of hustling and 
showed her how to bargain hard. Destiny wanted to buy a souvenir t-shirt and with 
the help of Enrico she managed to slash the price quoted by 30%. 

They were feeling peckish. Enrico bought two pairs of Dholl puri. 

‘Here try this. It is the Mauritian fast food.’ 

“Yam Yam. What is that pink drink they are selling?’ 

‘This is another local drink called alooda.’ Enrico said. 

‘I would like to taste one please.’ 

‘Okay.’ Enrico ordered two glasses of alooda glacée and offered one to 
Destiny. 

‘Hmm, delicious.’ 


It was scorching hot, they were tired and decided to return to their 
bungalow and spent the day sunbathing on the beach. In the evening they went to 
a soiree. Destiny looked enchanting, provocative. She was wearing a low-cut 
evening dress and simple but stunning necklace. As she walked, her long black 
silky hair danced from side to side making people turn to admire her. There was 
great music playing adding to the atmosphere of the place. They had a few 
cocktails and then had dinner. After a few dance they left to return to their 
bungalow. They had come to the end of their fourteen days; it was time to return 
back to England. They spent their last night in a restaurant closer by. After a candle 
light dinner they made their way back to their bungalow and enjoyed each other. 

Just before boarding the plane to return to England, both Enrico and 
Destiny went on the top floor of the Airport building and took a nostalgic look at 
the island they were leaving behind and wondering when they would be back 
again. The plane took off on time. After eleven and a half hours, they landed at 
Heathrow airport where CJ and Karina were waiting to welcome them back. 

Destiny has had her bedroom redecorated. She had also converted another 
room into an office for Enrico to use. The floor was covered with solid high 
finished bamboo boards. In the middle of the room were a beautiful desk and a 
leather chair. Sitting on the desk was a brand new Apple computer with a touch 
screen. Enrico walked to the desk, and ran his fingers over the keys of the 
computer keyboard. 

“What do you think?’ Destiny asked. 

‘It’s great.’ Enrico answered. 

‘It’s a wedding present from me to you.’ 
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‘Truly?’ He was surprised. He sat down on the chair. He could smell the 
leather. 

Destiny moved behind Enrico and put her hands on his shoulder and said, ‘I 
got the technician to install Microsoft office suite on the computer,’ 

‘This is just perfect! Thank you, Destiny.’ 

Enrico noticed the telephone on the desk. ‘I’d better give my publisher a 
ring,’ Enrico said. ‘She has been trying to get hold of me.’ 

“You go right ahead.’ 


Destiny went into the kitchen to make a cup of tea. Enrico dialled Andrea 
Tinsdale’s number. She came on the line almost immediately. 

“You’re back.’ Andrea said. 

“Yes 

‘How did the honeymoon go?’ Andrea was curious to know. 

‘Just as I'd expected.’ Enrico grinned. 

‘Good to hear it. Now, I have read the manuscript you sent me...’ 

Enrico interrupted and said, ‘and...’ 

‘...and I like it.’ 

‘Really!’ 

‘I really do. I would like to get it out as soon as possible. When can I come 
round with a contract for you to sign?’ 

‘Can you do tomorrow evening?’ 

‘Tomorrow evening will do. See you. Bye.’ Andrea cut off. 

Enrico sat back in his chair looking pleased with himself. This was his fifth 
novel. Destiny came into the room carrying a tray of tea. She rested the tray on the 
desk, offered Enrico a cup of tea and said, ‘you look happy.’ 

“Andrea likes the manuscript. She is coming round tomorrow evening with 
a contract.’ Enrico answered joyfully. 

Destiny rushed up to Enrico and put her arms around his neck, leaned 
forward and gave him a kiss on the cheek. ‘This is wonderful. I told you it was 
good.’ Enrico turned his chair, put Destiny on his lap and they kissed. 

They were interrupted by an incoming call. Enrico reached out and picked up the 
phone. 

‘Hi, Enrico here.’ 

‘I’m glad I caught you.’ It was Dr Barnaby, Enrico’s physician. His voice 
was tight. 

‘Yes.’ Enrico had been dreading this conversation. 

‘I have been looking at the result of your blood test. Eh...Enrico could you 
pop in my surgery tomorrow morning? We need to talk.’ 

‘Is there something wrong?’ Enrico was worried. 

‘There is something I need to discuss with you.’ The physician said. 

‘Okay.’ He replaced the handset on the base unit. 

Destiny could see the worried look on Enrico’s face. ‘Is everything all right 
darling?’ She asked softly. 

Enrico looked at Destiny and said, ‘Yeah. Nothing to worry about.’ He got 
up from his chair. ‘I think I will go and take a shower.’ He walked out of the room. 
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Destiny sat there worried. 2 


CHAPTER 21 


t 9 o’clock in the morning, Enrico was in Dr Phillip Barnaby’s office. 
The moment Enrico saw the expression on the Doctor’s face he guessed 
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what he was going to say. 

Enrico took a deep breath. ‘Tell me doc.’ 

Doctor Barnaby sighed. ‘I’m afraid I don’t have very good news for you, 
Mr Swanson.’ 

‘How bad is it?’ 

“You have leukaemia.’ 

Enrico closed his eyes tightly against the wave of sudden despair that 
engulfed him. After a short pause, he asked, ‘am I going to... to die?’ 

‘Acute myelogenous leukemia (AML) progresses rapidly and is typically 
fatal within weeks or months if left untreated.’ Dr Barnaby replied. 

Enrico said with some relief, ‘so it can be treated, right?’ 

Dr Barnaby looked at Enrico and said, ‘we have tests that can predict which 
drug or drugs will work best, as well as how long that patient is likely to survive.’ 

Why me? Enrico thought despairingly. When he thought he was getting a 
second break in life and this had to happen. When he arrived home he looked pale 
and shaken. Destiny was at the door waiting for him. Enrico did not know how to 
break the news to her. When he finally told her, she broke down in tears. 

In a determined voice Destiny said, ‘I am going to get you the best 
specialist in the world, my darling. We will beat this.’ 

Enrico shook his head. In a gloomy voice he said: ‘My darling Destiny, my days 

are numbered.’ 

‘Don’t talk like that,’ Destiny said fiercely. ‘Medical science has come a 
long way. We’ ll beat this thing.’ 


Overnight their lives together had changed. Destiny spent all her time by 
his side. 

The following day Dr Barnaby came to the house to see Enrico. ‘How are 
you feeling Enrico?’ 

‘Fine Doctor, I feel very fine.’ 

‘Any tiredness, night sweats, loss of appetite...?’ 

‘No.’ Enrico replied. 

‘Good.’ 

‘I need to start you on a course of chemotherapy. The aim of the drug is to 
kill the cancer cells.’ 

Destiny looked at the doctor and asked, ‘I want my husband to be treated at 
home, is that possible?’ 

‘He can have the treatment at home.’ Dr Barnaby confirmed. ‘We need to 
watch for side effects though. I will be happy to pop in everyday to check on him.’ 

‘Thank you. That would be very nice doctor Barnaby.’ Destiny said with a 


sigh of relief. 


Dr Barnaby rose to leave. Destiny accompanied him to the front door. 

“What are his chances Dr Barnaby?’ Destiny asked. 

‘It depends on several factors. Let’s see how he responds to the drug.’ 

‘Should I get a nurse to watch over him?’ 

‘It might be a good idea.’ 

When Destiny suggested it to Enrico, he shook his head. ‘No, it is not 
necessary.’ 


That night Destiny could not sleep. She rested her head on his chest. She 
could feel Enrico’s heart beating. 

‘I told you I was a wreck and now you are married to one,’ Enrico said. 

She put her arms around him and held him close. ‘You’re not a wreck. If 
you are, then you are my wreck,’ Destiny said in a tender voice. 


Destiny and Enrico had breakfast and dinner together everyday. After 
dinner, they would spent most of their time talking about various things, reading, 
watching television and then went to bed. 

‘Destiny, I just... I just don’t feel like sex. Forgive me.’ 

‘Trust me Enrico; I didn’t marry you for sex. All I want is for you to hold 
me and love me.’ 

‘I do love you Destiny, I really do.’ Enrico reassured her. 


The next day Enrico was in his study looking over the galley proofs of his 
novel which Andrea Tinsdale had sent to him. He had spent hours reading through 
endless pages. He had one week to make all the necessary corrections before 
returning them back to her. Strangely enough the novel was entitled "The final 
journey". When Enrico married Destiny, he had hoped they would have a long life 
together. And now it looked like his time was up. He was fully aware that his 
treatment could only delay the inevitable. He thought of all the things he wanted to 
do with Destiny. He wanted to go round the world with her. He even thought of 
having a baby with her. Suddenly his life had become an impossible dream. He 
hated the idea that Destiny had turned herself into a hermit because of him. While 
he was reflecting over his situation, Destiny walked in. She looked ravishing. She 
was dressed in a red chiffon outfit with matching lipstick. On her wrist was the 
diamond bracelet Enrico had given her. 

‘Are you going somewhere?’ Enrico asked. 

‘We are,’ she said. 

‘Are we?’ 

‘I have booked a table for two at the Taj Mahal,’ Destiny told Enrico. “We 
don’t want to be late so you better get ready.’ 


While Enrico was getting dressed, Destiny helped him with his cuff links 


and straightened his tie. After they were ready she asked the chauffeur to drop 
them at the restaurant. They had not been out together for weeks, so it was a nice 
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change. The restaurant was packed. After their candlelight dinner they returned 
home. Enrico felt somewhat exhausted. As they were undressing to go to bed, 
Enrico took Destiny in his arms and said: 

‘Did I ever tell you that Iam mad about you?’ 

She looked in his eyes and smiled. ‘Tell me again, my darling Enrico.’ 

‘I’m mad about you.’ Enrico repeated and he meant it. 

She held him close and thought, this is what I want to hear. ‘Darling when 
you get better we will go away somewhere, just the two of us.’ 

‘Where would you like to go, my love?’ Enrico asked. 

She looked at him and said softly, ‘anywhere you choose will be okay with 
me, my darling.’ 

‘It’s a deal.’ 


Enrico’s novel was out in the bookshop. To promote his book and himself, 
Destiny with the assistance of Miss Andrea Tinsdale had arranged a book signing 
session for him in W. H. Smith. Enrico and Destiny had told their friends and 
family who in turn had told their friends. Enrico had made an announcement on all 
list serves he belonged to. Destiny had gone on the computer and made an insert 
with Enrico’s name, the title of the book, the date, time and place of the signing. 
They had slipped a copy of the insert into every bill they paid, every letter they 
mailed. The publisher had sent a press release to the local newspaper whilst Enrico 
had posted the info on his web page. With the help of the publisher and Destiny, 
Enrico made every effort possible to increase attendance. 

On the day of the book signing, Enrico had taken his business cards and 
lots of pens (with his name engraved on them) to give away to those who turned 
up. He also took a blow-up of the book cover. Enrico knew how important it was 
to engage the customers at a book signing session. He had book-signed many times 
before. As customers walked in, Enrico was not afraid to smile, wave and greet 
them. He focused on people. He stood and spoke to people passing the table. When 
someone had stopped at the table and looked at the stack of books, he put one in 
their hand, and then engaged them in conversation: 

‘This is my new book.’ Enrico said to one potential customer. ‘It’s about... 
Do you read romantic thriller?’ 

If their answer were negative, he would say, "Well, I’d appreciate you 
telling your friends and family who do read romantic thriller that you met me and 
my books are available." He would then hand them a promotional business card 
together with a bookmark so they can pass it on to others who are interested. The 
bookstore manager was very pleased as he sold several copies of Enrico’s book 
that day. When Enrico and Destiny had arrived home that day, they were very 
chuffed with themselves and they felt all the effort they put in making the signing 
session a success had paid off. 

A week later while Enrico was having a shower he noticed a pin-head sized 
spots under the skin of his arms and tummy. He also had begun to experience 
shortness of breath. When Dr Barnaby came on his usual visit that day he told him 
about it. After examination the doctor said that they were both early symptoms of 
AML. He explained that the spots were in fact being caused by bleeding 


100 


underneath the skin. The results of further blood tests had shown that there was a 
drop in red blood cell count which accounted for the shortness of breath. Dr 
Barnaby was not happy with Enrico’s general health status. The Cytarabine 
injections he was receiving did not appear to be producing the full desired effect. 
After discussing his concerns with both Destiny and Enrico, arrangement was 
made for the latter to be admitted to the oncology department of the Queen 
Elizabeth the Queen Mother Hospital (QEQM) in Margate for more advanced 
treatment under closer supervision. 

Marco, Dino and Petra were informed of the hospitalization of Enrico. 
Destiny visited her husband everyday and she stayed long hours at his bedside. 
Enrico was given a bed in a private cubicle. One evening when destiny arrived at 
his bedside she found Enrico sleeping. 

‘Enrico...Enrico.’ Destiny called. He could hear what sounded like Destiny’s 
voice. It was an effort for him to open his eyes. His mouth was dry and he felt 
groggy. 

‘Is that you Destiny?’ His voice sounded weak. 

Destiny held his hands and said, ‘it is darling.” Tears were running down her 
cheeks. 

‘When I get out of here,’ Enrico said with great effort, ‘I will take you to 
Cayman Islands.’ He paused to catch his breath and then added, ‘I know you 
always wanted to go there.’ He looked at Destiny’s face and it looked double. He 
squeezed her hand and he was drifting back to sleep. ‘There is so much I wanted to 
do with you... so much,’ he mumbled as his head fell to his side. A helpless 
Destiny could not understand why life was being so unkind to her once again. 

Two hours later the doctor on duty walked into Enrico’s room and pronounced 
him dead. Destiny rested her head on his tummy and sobbed. She could not believe 
that her life with Enrico had ended so soon. 


After CJ and Karina had tied the knot they bought the villa from Destiny, 
whilst the latter went to live in the country house that Enrico bought as his hide 
away. She chose to stay there for the remainder of her days as it made her feel 
closer to Enrico. 

Detective Inspector Fairfield was still on the hunt for the killer of Mario 
Cini. Although Sam Coleman (AKA Billy Liar) had confessed to killing Mario 
Cini and there were some evidence to suggest that he might have done it, Sam was 
never charged. Detective CJ Fairfield never firmly believed that Sam was the 
murderer of Mario. Even if he was, he could not be charged as he too was killed. 
Cini’s file remained open. 

Months later, whilst tidying the wardrobe, Destiny found a box. When she 
opened it she found a false beard, a pair of dark glasses, a hat and a raincoat. As 
she took the raincoat out she noticed one of the brown buttons was missing. Inside 
the left-hand pocket she found a pair of surgical gloves. Destiny immediately threw 
the box, along with its contents, into the incinerator. 2 
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EPILOGUE 


nrico was buried in a family owned grave. Although Henrietta had 
divorced Enrico, she had never stopped loving him. After the 
funeral was over, she was very distraught. She went back to Rome 
i recluse. On every anniversary of Enrico’s death, Henrietta goes and 
put flowers on his grave and tells him that she had never stopped loving him 
although he married someone else and that he is still in her prayers every night. 
In the meanwhile, Petra had found herself a partner, four years her junior. 
They bought a bigger house together in the south of France and they have two 
beautiful daughters. The first daughter resembles her dad whilst the second is a 
spitting image of her. 
Marco continued to work as a criminal lawyer and Dino maintained a 
steady job. 
CJ and Karina continued to search for a missing killer 
Destiny spent most of her time as a hermit. For every meal she set a table 
for two. In the corner of her bedroom there is a picture of Enrico hanging on the 
wall over a glass-shelf. On it there is a candle burning night and day. It is her way 
of giving eternal light to the man she truly loved. 2 


AUTHOR’S NOTE 


This is a work of fiction, but a small part of it is based on a true-life story. 
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Enrico Swanson was a hard working man. Weary of the bleakness of his 
future, in his homeland where the rich got richer and the poor got poorer, 
he gathered his belongings and boarded a ship to a land of plenty. After 
he married Henrietta, his small wage working as a Civil Engineer was 
just about enough to pay his mortgage. He held two jobs working very 
long hours to provide for his small family. Enrico and Henrietta kept 
themselves to themselves. It was Ist September 2011 and they were 
excited because their daughter Petra, a 25-year-old university graduate 
from London, was returning home after four years of absence. They had 
cooked the best dinner they could afford to welcome her. What happened 
a week after her return launched a series of events that would trouble and 
haunt the Swanson family for years! 


ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


GPSbooksUK 


A series of four books on SEX, LIES, and MURDER 


“A greatreadthat “This is a good piece of narrative. The 


z keeps you on the plot is simple and there are few 
edge of your seat characters, which makes for easy reading 
wanting to know and understanding. The writing style is 
more! ! brisk. Definitely, Sydney S Chellen is a 
acacia good storyteller and his novel is very 


enjoyable. Hopefully the story could 
become the basis for a film script.” 
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BOOK 1: The folly of Laura is a prequel to a touch of Desire 


Laura is married to a successful surgeon and has just moved 
into a new house in Islington with her 7 year old son. One morning 
when she is home alone, a stranger comes in and rapes her. Fearing 
that her husband will blame her for allowing it to happen, she decides 


not to report the crime to the police. 
Days later the stranger returns and bizarrely Laura starts an affair with him but soon after, 
decides to break off the illicit relationship. 


Coincidentally someone kidnaps her son. After discovering the 
identity of the abductor, she decides to meet with him. Can Laura 
rescue her son and save her marriage? 
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BOOK 2: A touch of Desire is a Sequel to the novel the folly of Laura 


Laura’s best friend, Desiré, is a retired model who is married to antique art dealer, Peter 
Emery. Bored with her dull and lonely life, she periodically frequents a brothel for distraction until 
one day a man comes to clean her swimming pool. She starts an affair with him and very quickly 
falls for him hook, line and sinker. 
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Who is this man? Is he the man who will bring Desiré the happiness she craves, or is he a 
devil in disguise with nothing but vengeance on his mind? 
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BOOK 3: 

Revenge of the Beast is the third book in the series SEX, 
LIES & MURDER. It is a sequel to book one: The Folly 
of Laura and book two, A touch of Desire. 


Antonio Bellucci is presumed dead when he was shot 
twice and ran into the sea in Herne Bay, Kent, England. 
Is he the road to happiness for Desiré or the worst 
nightmare for the Wilsons? 
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Death at the Geldens Hotel is the fourth book is the series 
SEX, LIES & MURDER. Michaela Wilson had it all—a 
successful career, a brand new house, and a loving husband. 
Whilst on honeymoon on the island of Mauri Tsui, she is 
tragically strangled in her hotel room. This senseless act of 
brutality robbed this beautiful English rose of a wonderful 
and vibrant life. 


On the hunt is Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield. Will he risk 
his life to find the killer or killers or will it just be another 
open and shut case? 
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It is a story of deception and murder concerning a brilliant car mechanic, Chad 
Donaldson, who is married to Amanda Price, a stunning, sexy and brilliant dance 
teacher from Essex who is fifteen years his junior. After seven years of what he 
thought was a happy marriage, his life turns upside down when he learns her 
hidden secret. How will he handle his discovery? Will Amanda's and Chad’s life 
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Pretti Evans meets and falls in love with billionaire Richard Brent. Her ex-boyfriend can’t accept 
that his four-year-long relationship with her has come to an end. After failing to regain her 
affection, he vows that if he cannot have her, no one else will. When Pretti ignores his threat and 
marries Richard, she sends him into a fit of fury. How far is he going to go to put asunder what 
God has joined? Moreover, is he going to succeed in achieving his goal? 
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It is about a beauty therapist called Samantha who whilst on holiday in Venice with her parents, 
falls in love with Ed, an English gigolo. They elope to get married but the romance does not last 
long and after divorcing each other, they go their separate ways. Ed goes to fight in Iraq whilst 
Samantha meets and marries Clive, a plastic surgeon who is more than twice her age and she gives 
birth to a daughter. Five years later Ed comes back home to attend the funeral of his father. By 
chance, Samantha and Ed meet again. Though Samantha rebuffs Ed’s advances, determined to win 
her back he pesters her. Days later, Ed is shot dead in his bed-sit. Who has done it? Detective 
Inspector CJ Fairfield investigates. 
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Bride in Waiting 

This is a thrilling story of love and tribulations. 

Dr Rama Kaminski has been married to Maya for ten years. They have a beautiful daughter, a 
detached house in the city and two cars. They seem perfectly happy — except Rama is secretly 
having an affair with his assistant, Dr Gud. The latter desperate to have Rama for herself, threatens 
to end the affair unless Rama divorces his wife and marries her instead. Rama has to choose 
between his family and his lover. 
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“What would you do if your identity 
was stolen by someone who looked 
just like you? A rollercoaster ride of 
deceit that will keep you on the edge 


of your seat until the end.” 
Macdadd. A reader from Kent. 


Life is about to change for Bono Spencer, an art dealer who is married to a 
beautiful Russian nightclub singer. Returning home from his latest business 
venture, Bono finds himself embroiled in s case of mistaken identity. Once his life 
was simple and uncomplicated, now Bono has to fight to get back his home, his 
wife and his life. Will he find the help he needs to fight back? 
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As the COVID-19 pandemic rages throughout the world, a terrorist and a mad scientist set out to 
make the most of the situation by kidnapping some world leaders and holding them to ransom. The 
situation was becoming desperate until a British Secret Agent jumped into the game to eradicate the 
villains, but the latter were prepared to retaliate. How far would they go? Learn more by going 


through this new novel by Sydney S. Chellen, a master of intrigue. REVIEW by Prega Valaydon, 14 May, 2021 
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A team of doctors tries to save the life of a Prime Minster who has collapsed and has been 
rushed to hospital where he is diagnosed as having caught COVID19. In an attempt to rid 
his body of the deadly virus, a capsule and its crew is miniaturised and pushed down his 
windpipe. Is the crew taking too much of a risk as they run against the clock?... 


REVIEW: The voyage inside the human body is written in plain English making it quite educational 
as well as entertaining. Mrs. Carr, a reader from South Wales. 
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Donna Rees, a beautiful thirty-five—year-old blonde-haired millionairess has for the last 
three years been living a peaceful life with her handsome toy-boy, Jeff Larson—ten years 
her junior. One evening she receives an international call claiming Jeff is a dead man 
walking. He has traded his soul in settlement of a gambling debt. The only way Donna 
can save Jeff is for her to settle his debt in ten equal instalments over a period of ten 
weeks. She is given a limited period to decide whether to pay the money. She naively 
signs a dodgy contract. Caught up in a financial fraud, she finds herself stranded in a 
foreign country. Soon she discovers a plot to murder her. Can she act quickly and save her 
life? 


Reviews 


Set in the UK and Nigeria, this new novel starts with a financial fraud, followed by impersonations, 
treachery and murder. In his usual style, the writer blends mystery and suspense. The pace is fast keeping 
the reader on the edge. Prega Valaydon, 2021. 


Wonderful Romance. Full of suspense. Read at one go easily with scenes that are lively. The reader’s 
turmoil accumulating is dissolved by the happy ending. Regular Reader, VDC, Mtius, 2022. 


My friend recommended this novel. It is a 5-star for sure. Once I started reading I couldn’t stop! Many 
twists and turns. Amazon Reviewer. 


I’ve been looking for a romantic thriller novel to read and found my fix! Based on a 
millionairess who got caught on a financial scam and quickly found her life was at risk. I loved the narrative 
from start to finish, the plot, everything! - Goodreads Reviewer. 


Once I started to read I found it very hard to stop. Very easy to get lost in it’s various twists and turns with 
every turn of a page speculation and curiosity grew. Donna’s naivety and stupidity led her into dangerous 


territories. One that every woman who doesn’t want to get scammed should make a point of reading. Reader 
from London. 
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The essential guide to the internet for health professionals - Student edition. 
Routledge ISBN 0-415-30557-8 (pb); ISBN 0-415-30556-X (hb). 


The patient with a Mental Disorder. Cassell. issn 0-06-318295-5 


Information Technology for the Caring Professions. Harper 


and Row. issn 0-304-33162-7 (hb); 0-304-33164-3 (pb) 
Word for Windows. Cassell. ISBN 0-304-33242-9 


Excel for Windows. Cassell. issn 0-304-33241-0 


A passage to Europe. GPSbooksUK. 
Memories of Yesteryears. GPSbooksUK. 
Untold Story - An Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 


An Untold Story Retold- The Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 
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A SPELLBINDING NOVEL OF 
BETRAYAL, LOVE, 
SEX, REVENGE 
AND 
MURDER 


Enrico Swanson was a hard working man. Weary of the bleakness 
of his future, in his homeland where the rich got richer and the poor 
got poorer he had gathered his belongings and boarded a ship to a 
land of plenty. After he mamied Henrietta, his small wage working 
as a Civil Engineer was just about enough to pay his mortgage. He 


} held two jobs working very long hours to provide for his small 


family of five. Enrico and Henrietta kept themselves to themselves. 
It was 1* September 2011 and they were excited because their 


daughter Petra, a 25-year-old university graduate from London, was | 


returning home after four years of absence. They had cooked the 
best dinner they could afford to welcome her. What happened a 
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week after her return launched a series of events. Based on a true ‘ 


story. 
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